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knowledge your charity in bringing it now on the ſtage. 
MF - Play. But I fee it is time for | 
7 aRors are preparing to begin, Play away the overture, 


INTRO 


BEGGAR, PLAYER, 


Beggar. 
F poverty be a title to poetry, I am ſure nobody can 
diſpute mine. I own myſelf of the Company of 
zeggats, and | make one at their weekly feſtivals at St. 
Giles's. I have a ſmall yearly ſalary for my catches, 
and am welcome to a dinner there whenever I plcale, 
which is more than moſt poets can ſay. 

Play. As we live by the Muſes, it is hut gratitude in vs 
to encourage poetical merit v her ver we find it. The 
M uſes, contraty to all other ladies, pay no diſtinction o 
dreſs, and never partially miſtzke the per taeſs of em- 
broidery for. wit, nor the mudeſty of want for dulne(s. 
Be the author who. he will, we puſh his play as far as ic 


will go; ſo (though you are io want) I wiſh you ſuc- 


ceſs heartily. , 

Beg. This piece, I own was originally writ for the ee- 
I-brating the marriage of James Chanter and Moll Lay, 
two molt excellent ballad-fingers, I have introduced the 
ſimilies that are in all four celebrated operas, The Swal- 
tow, The Moth, The Bee, The ship, The Flower, & c.: 
beſides, I have a prifon ſcene, ' which the ladies alwayy 
reckon charmiogly pathetic; As to the parts, I have 
obſerved ſuch a nice impartiality to our two ladies, that 
it is impoſſible for either of them to take offence. - 1 


hope I may be forgiven that I have not made my Opera 
throughout unnatural, like thoſe in vogde, for I have 
no recitative excepting this. As I have conſented to have 
neither prologue nor epilogue, it muſt be allowed an 
Opera in all it forms, Fhe piece indeed hath been 
-& heretofore frequently repreſented by burſelvts in our 


great rom at St. Giles's, ſo that I cannot too often ac- 


s' to withdraw; t 


[ Extunt. 
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The BEGGAR's OPERA. 


— 


ACT.I. SCENE, Peachum's Houſe. 


Peachum ſitting at a Table, with a large Book of Ac> 
4 BY counts before him. 


AIR I, An old woman clothed in grcy. 


HROUGH all the employments of life 
Each' neighbour abuſes his brother ; 
W hore and rogue they call huſband and wife ; 
All profeſſions be-rogue one another. 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer be- knaves the divine; 
And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 


A lawyer is an honeſt employment, ſo is mine. Like 
me too he aQts in a double capacity, both againſt rogues 
and for em; for 'tis but fitting that we ſhould protect 
and encourage cheats, ſince we by 'em. 


| Enter Filch, 

Filch. Sir, Black Moll hath ſent word her trial comes 
on in the afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order mat- 
ters ſo as to bring her off. | 
Peach. Why, ſhe way plead her belly at worſt; to my 
knowledge ſhe hath taken care of that ſecurity. But as 
the wench is very active and induſtrious, you may ſa- 


_ tisfy her that VII ſoften the evidence. 


Filch. Tom Gagg, Sir, is found guilty. | 

Peach. A lazy dog! When I took him the time before, 
I told him_what he would come to if he did not mend 
his hand. This is death without reprieve. I may ven- 
ture to book him: [ Vries] for Tom Gagg forty pounds. 
Let Betty Sly know that I'll ſave ber trom tranſporta- 
tion, for I can get more by her ſtaying in Fnglangd. 

Filch. Beity hath brought more goods into our lock 
this year than any five of the gang; and in truth, 'tis 


. pity to loſe ſo good a cuſtomer, 


a 
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Peach, If none of the gang takes ber off, ſhe may, in 
the common courſe of bulineſs, live a twelvemonth 
longer. I love to let women 'ſcape, A good ſportſman 


always lets the hen-partridges fly, becauſe the breed of 
the game depends upon them. Befides, here the law 
allows us no reward : there is nothing to be got by the 
death of a woman ——except our wives. 

Filchk, Without diſpute the is a fine woman! TwWas 
to her I was obliged for my education, (to ſay a bold 
word) ſhe hath trained up more young tellows to the 
buſineſs, than the gaming-tabie, 

Peach. Truly, Filch, thy obſervation is right. We 
and the ſurgeons are more beholden to women, than all 
the profeſſions beſides, 

| AIR II. The Jonny grey-y'd morn, &c. 

Filch, "Tis woman that ſeduces ail mankind, 
| By her we were firſt raught the wheedling arts; 
Her very eyes can cheat; when molt ſhe's kiud, 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts, 
For her, like wolves by night we roam tor prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms; 
For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay. 
And beauty muit be fee'd into our arms. 

Peach. But make haſte to N-wgate, boy, and let my 
friends know what I intend; for I love to make them 
eaſy one way or other, 

Filch, When a gentlemin is long kept in ſuſpence, 
penitence may break his ſpirit ever after. Beſides, cer- 
tainty gives a mn a good air upon his trial, and makes 
him riſk another without tear ot (cruple But I'l] away, 
for tis a pleaſure to be the meſlenget of comtort to friends 
in afliftion. ; [Exit, 

Peach. But it is now high time to look about me for 
a decent execution againſt next ſeſſi ns. I hate a lazy 
rogue, by whom one can get nothing till he is hanged. 
A regiſler of the gang. [ Reading. ] Crookfinger'd Jack, a 


yoar and a half in the lervice ; jet me ſee how much the 


ſtock owes to his induſtry; one, two, three, four, five, 
gold watches, and ſeven filver ones, A mighty clean- 
handed fellow! ſixteen ſruff-boxes, five of them of 
true gold, fix dozen of handkerchiefs, four ſilver-hilted 
{worcs, half a dozen of ſhirts, three tie-periwigs, and 
a piece of broad cloth. Conſidering theſe are ly fruits 
of his leifure hours; I don't know a prettier, fellow for 


mY 
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no wan alive hath, a more, engaging preſence of wind 


upon the raad., Wat. Dreary, alias Brown Will; an ir- 
regular dag! whe bath an underhand way of diſpoſng 
of his goods. FH try him only for a ſeſſions or two lowges 
upon his good behaviour., Harry Paddington; a poor 
petey Parceny raſcal, without the leaſt genius! that fel- 
low, though he were to live theſe ſix months, will geves 
come to the gallows with any credit, Slippery Sam ; he 


goes off the next ſeſſions, for the villain hath the impu- 


dence to have views of following his trade as a tailor, 


which he calls an honeſt employment. Mat, of the Mint, 


litted nat above a month ago; a promiſing ſlurdy fellow, 
and diligent in his way: ſameu hat too bold ang haſty, 
and may raiſe good contributions on the public, if he 
does not. cut himſelf ſhort by murder. Tom Tipple; a 
guzzling ſvaking ſort, u ho is always tao drunk to ſtand 
biudalt, or to make others ſtagd | a cart is abfolutely ne- 
cellazy tor him. Robin of Bag ſhot, alas. Gorgion, alias 
Bluff Bob, alias Carbunc le, alias Boh Baoty. 
22 Enter Mrs. Peachum. 
un. Prach, What of Bob Bogty, huſoand ? 1 Fope 
nothing bad hath, betided him. You know, my dear, 
he's a favourite cuſtomer of mine ; *twas he made me a 
preſent of this ring. | | 
Peach. I have ſet his name down in the black-liſt, 
that's all, my dear; he ſpends his life among women, 
and as ſoon as his money is gone, one or other of the la- 
dies will hang bim for the reward, and there's forty 
pounds loſt to us for ever. 
Ars, Peach. Vou know, my dear, I never meddle in 
matters of death: I always 1 thoſe affairs to you. 
Women indeed are bitter bad judges in theſe caſes, for 
they are ſo partial to the brave, that they think every 
— handſome Who is going to the camp or the gal- 
AIR III. C and raw, &c. 
If any wench Venus's girdle wear, 
Tho' ſhe be never ſo ugly, * 
Lilies and roſes will e appear, 
And her face look wondrous ſmuggly, 
Beneath the left ear fo fit but a cord 
(A rope ſo ebarming a zone 1s!) 
The youtb in his cart hath the air of a lord, 
Ang we cry, There dies an Adonis! 
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Bur rbally, huſband, youiſboold not be too hardhearted, 
for you never had a finer, braver ſet of men chan at: 
ſent. We have norhadia mufdet among them all the ſe 
feven mon tra und truly, my dear, that is à great bleſſing. 
Peach. What a. diolcns is the woman always Whim- 
pe ring about murder for'? No gentleman is ever looked 
upon the worſe for deiling a man in his on, defence; 
and if buſinb& gannct be carried on withoutlit, what 
would you 1 ntle mundo ? OL: % 
Mrs. Peach am in the wrong, my ou mu 
excuſe me; for nobody can, Mp = frailty wal over - 
ſcrupulous conſcienee. 


Piucb. Murder i ac ifuliionable W a\matican 


be —— uf. How many fine gentlemen have wein 
—— evety yeur — 2 — 
— — e jur bring it in 
— what . — for it! 17 2 So, my 
Gear, h adehone u pn thast{abjeft, Was Captdin Mac- 
heuch lere he moin g for dhe baneunstos he deſt with 
vou faſt weeks? k 
Mrs. Peubb. Wes my ttear,anbitbough hath 
-topt payment, he was ſdcheerful andifon ble; ſure 
here is wot a ſiner gentleman upoi the Taad than the 
.eaptlin ! bf the comes from Bagſhotat any veaſodable 
hour, he hathqprumiſet to mk © one this evemog with 


Folby, * me, and BdbBboty,, at a * 2 
0 the js ridh ?: _ F: 
: Poadb. Phe cut aim dec 100 good ompaay ever wo 
bree ar youe andthe thecdlatethobiſes ate dus 
Phesmk that; prop otes ro money by play 
Aue we the education of o'of wine den 
ral notl up to- it from bis 
ire. {Pra Really il-am: 4255 upon Polly?: 5 reien 
che Captain hath not more diſcretion. Mat buſlneſs 
Math he — company” wied and gerte ?ohe 
Mould leave the to; one anuther. 
Piracb. Upon Pol] — unt what a plague doth 
"the woman mean? PoHy's wecoont ! 
- Mr; Pda. Capt. Macheurtb is very fond of the givl. 
— 1 And what then ? 
Me, Redob: Ifrithaven in vhit women 
4-4 eelpully tinte — — y 
"Peach. And whar then? — —— 
thave thee wenoh mary hm! \G atneſters and highway - 


_— 
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men are generally very good to their wheres, but they 
are very devils to their wives. | 
Mes. Peach. But if Polly ſhould be in love, how ſhould 
we help her, or how ean ſhe help herſelf? Poor girl, 
I'm in the utmoſt concern about her, 
AIR IV. Why is your faithful laue diſdain d? 
If love the virgin heart invade, _ 
How like a moth the ſimple maid 
Still plays about the flame! 


If ſoon ſhe is not made à wife, 
Her honour's ſing'd, and then for life 
4 She's — what I dare not name. 


-+ Peach. Look ye, wife, a handſome wench in our way 


of buſineſs is as profitable as at the bar of a Temple 


coffee-houſe, who looks upon it as her livelihood to grant 
every liberty but one. You ſee I would indulge the girl 
as far as pony we can in any thing but marriage : 
After that, my dear, how ſhall we be ſafe? Are we 
'not then in a huſband's power ? for a huſband hath the 
abſolute power over all a wife's ſecrets but her own, If 
the girl the diſcretion of a court-lady, who can 
have a dozen young fellows at her ear without com- 
plying with one, I ſhould not matter it; but Polly is 
tinder, and a ſpark will at once ſet her on a flame. 
Married ! if the wench does not know her own profit, 
ſure ſhe knows her own pleaſure better than to make 
herſelf a property! My daughter te me ſhould be like 
a court-lady to a miniſter of ſtate, a key to the whole 
gang. Married ! if the affair is not already done, III 
terrify her from it by the example of our neighbours, 
Mrs. Peach. Mayhap, my dear, you may injure the 
irl ; ſhe loves to imitate the fine ladies, and ſhe may 


only allow the captain liberties in the view of intereſt, 


cach. Bat tis your duty, my dear, to warn the girl 
againſt her ruin, and to inſtruct her how to make the 
moſt of her beauty T'll go to her this moment and fift 
her, In the mean time, wife, rip out the coronets and 
marks of theſe dozen of cambrick handkerchiefs, for; I 
ean diſpoſe of them this afternoon to a chap in the 
city. 8 (Exit. 
Hrs. Peach, Never was a man more out of the way 
in an argument than my huſband ! Why, muſt our Polly 
forſgoth differ from her ſex, and love only her huſband ? 


And why muſt Polly's matriage, contrary to all obſer- 


om — — ⏑⏑——— “i.:..n··-i̊·u·n 


THE BEGGAR's ORERA. 8 


vation, make her the leſs followed by other men? All 
men are thieves in love, and like a woman the beiter 
for being another's property. 
Alk v. Of all the fimple things we do, &c. 
A maid is like the golden ore 
Which hath guineas intrinſical in't, 
Whoſe worth is never known hefore 
It is try'd and impreſt in the miut. 
A wife's like a guinea in gold 
Stamp'd with the name of her ſpouſe, 
Now here, nuw there, is bought or is ſold, 
And is current in ev'ry houſe. 
Enter Filch, 

Mrs. Peach, Come hither, Filch. Iam as fond of this 
child as though my mind miſgave me he were my own. 
He hath as fine a hand at picking a pocket as a woman, 
and is as nimble-fingered as a juggler, Tf an unlucky 
ſeſſion does not cut the rope of thy life, I pronounce, 
boy, thou wilt be a great man in hiſtory, Where was 
your poſt laſt night, my boy ? 

Filch. I ply'd ai the opera, Madam; and con ſidering 
*twas neither dark nor rainy, ſo that there was no great 
hurry in getting chairs and coaches, made a tolerable 
hand on't. Theſe ſeven handkerchiefs, Madam. 

Mrs. Peach,Coloured ones, I ſee. They are of ſure ſale 
from our warehouſe at Redriff among the ſeamen, 

Filch. And this ſnuff-box. 

Mrs. Peach. Set in gold! a pretty encouragement 
this to a young beginner. 

Filch, I had a fair tug at a charming gold watch, 
Pox take the tailors for making the fobs ſo deep end 
narrow ! It ſtuck by the way, and I was forced to make 
my eſcape under a coach. Really, Madam, I fear I 
ſhall be cut off in the flower of my youth, ſo that every 
now and then, fince Iwas pumpt, I have thoughts of 
taking yp and going. to ſea, 

Mrs. Peach. You ſhould go to Hockley-in-the-Hole 
and to Marybone, child, to learn valour : theſe are the 
ſchools that have bred ſo many brave men. I thought, 
boy, by this time, thou hadſt loſt fear as well as ſhame, 
Poor lad ! how little does he know yet of the Old Bai- 
ley! For the firſt fact I'll inſure thee from being 
.hang'd ; and going to ſea, tilch, will come time * 
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upon a ſentence of tranſportation, But now, ſince you 
have nothing better to do, .ev*n go to your book, and 
learn your catechiſm :; for really a man makes but an 
31! figure in the ordinary's paper, who cannot give a fa- 
tis factory anſwer to his queſtions. But, hark you, my 
Jad, Don't tell me a lye; for you know I hate a lyar. 
Do vou. now of any thing that hath paſt between Cap» 
tain Macheath and our Polly? © 
_ ” Filch I beg you, Madam, don't aſk me; for I muſt 
either tell a lye to you, or to Miſs Polly; for i promiſed 
her Iv uld not tell. : | 

Mr.. Peach. But when the honour of our family is 
concer d 

Filtb. 1 ſhall lead a fad life with Miſs Polly, if ever 
ſhe comes to know I told you, 'Befides, I would not will- 
ingly forfeit my own honour'by betraying avy body. 

Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my huſband and Polly. 
Come, Filch, you ſhall go with me into my own room, 
and teil me the whole tory. T'll give thee a glaſs of a 
moſt delicious cordial that I keep for my own drinking. 

1 . ü [Cent. 

Enter Peachum and Polly. | 
Polly. I know as well as any of the fine ladies how 
to make the muſt of myſelf and of my man too. A wo- 
man knows how to be mercenary, though ſhe hath 
never been in a court or at an aſſembly. We have it in 
our natures, papa. If I allow Captain Macheatb ſome 
efifling liberties, I have this watch and other viſible 
marks of his favour to-fhew for it. A girl who cannot 
rant ſome things, and refuſe what is moſt material, 
will make but a poor hand of her beauty, and ſoon be 
thrown upon the common 5 
AIR VI. What ball I do to fbewy how mych 1 love her ? 
V.irgins are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden the ground, 
Near it the bees in play flatter and cluſter, 
And gaudy burtetflies frohick around; | 
But when once pluck'd *tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent · garden *tis ſent, (as yet ſweet) fring, 
There fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all endu- 

Rote, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under f et. 

Peach. Lou koow, Polly, I am nor againft your t 


ing nh 'a_cuftomer in the w. of bukn 
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have play'd the fool, and are married, you jade you, II 
cut your throat, buſſy. Now you know my mind. 
Enter Mrs, Pear lun. 
AIR VII. O Londen is a fine town, 
Mrs. Peachum {in @ very great puſnon.} 
Our Polly is a ſad f}ut ! nor beeds what we'ave taught 
I wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter [her. 
For ſhe muſt have both hoods and gowns, and hoops 
to ſwell her pride, 
With ſcarts and ſtays, and gloves and lace, and ſhe 
will have men bende; : 
And when at's dreſt with care and coſt, all tempting, 
fine and gay, | 
As men ſhould lerve acucumber, ſhe flings herſelf away, 
You baggage | you huſſey ! you incoufiderate jade ! had 
you been hang d, i would not have vex'd me, for that 
might have been your misfortune; but to do ſuch a mad 
thing by chui el The wench is married, Iuſband ! 
Peach: Married! the captain is a bold man, aod wit 


riſk any thing for money: to be ſure he clieves her @* 


fortune. Do you think your m« ther and I ſbauld have 
lived comfurtably to long together it ever we had been 
married, bay uage ? | 

Mrs. Pcach. | knew ſhe was always a proud fat, and 
now the wench hath played the foul and married, be- 
cauſe, forſooth, ſhe would do like the gentry, Can you 
ſupport the expence of a huſband, huſſey, in gaming, 
drinktng,and whonog? Have you muncy enough to carry 
on the daily querrels ot man and wite-about who thall 
fquander moſt ? There are not many huſbands and wives 
who can bear the charges of plaguing one another in a 
handſome way. It you muſt be marnied, could you in- 
troduce nobody irto our family but a bighwayman ? 
Why, thou fooliſh jade, thou wilt be as ill uſed, and 
as much neglected, as it thou hadſt married a lord! 

Peach. Let not your anger, my dear, break through 
the rules of decency, for the Captain looks upon him- 
ſelf in the military capacity asa gentleman by his pro- 
feſſion. Beſides what he hath already, I know he is in 
a fair way of getting or of dying; and both theſe ways, 
let me tell you, are moſt excellent chances for a wife. 
Tell me, huſſy, are you ruin'd or no? 
Mrs. Peach. With er the might very well 
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. How the poor woman takes it to heart ! 
out ond returns with it —— Ah, huſſy, now this is the 
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have gone off to a perſon of diſtinction: yes, that you 
might, you pouting ſlut! 

Peach. 


hat! is the wench dumb? ſpeak, or I'll 


make you plead by ſqueezing out.an anſwer from you. 


Are you really bound wife to him, or are you only 
upon — ? [P inches her. 
Polly. Oh! | EScreamin 
Mrs. Peach, How the mother is to be pitied who hat 
handſome daughters! Locks, bolts, bars, and lectures 
of morality, are nothing to them ; they break 2 
them all: they have as much pleaſure in cheating a fa - 

ther and mother as in cheating at cards. 
Peach, Why, Polly, I ſhall foon know if you are mar- 


. ried by Macheath's keeping from our houſe, 


AIR VIII. Grim 117 of the Ghoſts, &c. 
Polly, Can love be controll'd by advice ? 
Will Cupid our mothers obey ? 
Tho' my heart were as frozen as ice, 
At his flame twould have melted away. 
When he kiſt me, ſo ſweetly he preſt, 
Twas ſo ſweet, that I muſt have comply'd, 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 
To marry for fear you ſhould chide. 
Mrs. Peach, Then all the hopes of our family are 
ne for ever and ever! 
Peach. And Macheath may hang his father and mo- 


ther in law, in hopes to get into their daughter*s fortune. 


Polly. Idid not marry him, as tis the faſhion) coolly 
and deliberately for honour or money—but | love him. 
Mrs. Peach, Love him ! worſe and worſe ! I thought 
the girl had been better bred, Oh, huſband, h ſband, 
her folly makes me mad ! my head ſwims, I'm diſtracted! 
I can't ſupport myſelf —Oh ! 5 5 [ Faints, 
P-ach, See, wench, to what a condition you have re- 
duced your poor mother! A glaſs of cordial this inſtant, 
Polly goes 


only comfort your mother bas left 
Polly. Give her an«ther glaſs, Sir: my mamma 


. drinks double the quantity whenever ſhe is out of order, 
. 'This you ſee fetches her, 


Mrs. Peach. The girl ſhews ſuch readineſs, and 


much conceru, that I almoſt could find in my heart to 
forgive her, | 
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AIR IX. O Penny, O Ferny, where haft thon been? 
O Polly, you might have toy'd and kiſt; 
By keeping men off ” keep them on. 
Polh. But he ſo teaz d me, 
And he ſo pleas'd me, 

What I did you mult have done. 

Ms. Peach. Not with a bighwayman—you ſorry ut ! 

Peach. A word with you, wife, ' | is no new thang for 
a wench to take man without conſent of patents. You 
know *tis the frailty of woman, my dear. 

Mrs. Peach, Yes, indeed, the ſex is frail ; but the firſt 
time a woman is frail ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat nice me- 
thinks, for then or never is her time to make her fortave : 
after that ſhe hath nothing to do but to guard herſelt 
from being found out, and ſne may do what ſhe pleaſes. 

Peach. Make yourſelf alittle caſy; I havea thoaght 
ſhall ſoon ſet all matters again to rights, Why ſo melan- 
choly, Polly? ſince what is done cannot be undone, we 
muſt all endeavour to make the beſt of it. 

Mrs, Peach, Well, Polly, as far as one woman can 
forgive another, I forgive thee, Your father is too fond 
of you, bully. 

Polly. Then all my ſorrows are at an end, 

Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely ſpeech in troth for a 
wench who 1s juſt. married! | 

AIR X. Thomas, I cannot, &e. 
Polly. I, like a ſhip in ſtorms, was toll, 
Vet afraid to put into land, 
For ſeia d in the port the veſſel's loft, 
Whoſe treaſure is contraband, 
The waves are laid, 
My duty's paid-; 
O joy beyond expreſſion. 
Thus ſafe aſhore 
I aſk no more; 
My all's in my poſſeſſion. 
Peach. I hear cuſtomers in other room go talk with 
them, Polly, but come ag in as ſoon as they te gone. 
But hark ye, child, if *tis we gentleman who was here 
yeſterday about the repeating atch, ſay you believe we 
can't get inte ligenc of it til to-morrow; for I lent it 
to dukey Straddle to make a figure with to night at a 
tavern in Drury-lane, If _ gentleman cally tor the 
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filver-hiked ſword, you- know beetle browed Jeramy 
hath it on, and he doth not come from Tunbridge, till 


Tueſday, night, ſo that it cannot be had till then. [Ea i- 


Polly.) Dear wiſe, be a little pacified; don't let your 
paſſion run away With your ſenſes: Polly, I grant you, 
hath done a raſh thing. 3 | 

Mr. Peach. If ſhe had bad only an intrigue with the 
ſellow, why the very beſt families have excuſed and 
huddled up a frailty. of that ſort. Tis marriage, huſe 
band, that makes it a blemiſh. $ 

© Peach, But money, wiſe, is the true fuller's earth for 
reputations; there is not a ſpot or a ſtain but what it can 
take out. A rich rogue now a · days is fit company for 
any gentleman; and the world, my dear, hath not ſuch 
a contempt for roguery as you imagine. I tell you, wife, 
I can meke this match turn to our advantage. 

Mrs. Peach. I am very ſenſible, buſband, that Captain 
Macheath is worth money, but I.am in doubt whether 
he hath not two or three wives already, and then if he 
ſhould die in a ſeſſion or two, Polly's dower would come 
into diſpute. | 71%, 

Peach. That, indeed, is a point which ought to be 


con ſidered. 
Alk XI. A ſoldier and ſailor. 
A fox may ſteal your hens, Sir, 

A whore your health and. pence, Sir, 
Your daughter rob your cheſt, Sir, 
Your wife may ſteal your reſt, Sir, 

A thief your s and plate; 
But this is/all but picking, 
With reſt, peace, cheſt, and chicken: 
It ever was decreed,. Sir, 
If lawyer's hand is fee'd, Sir, "1 
le ſteals your whole eſtate. 
The lawyers are bitter enemies: to thoſe in our way; 


_ they don't care that any body ſhould get a clandeltive 


livelihood but themſelves. - 

| Enter Polly. a 
Polly, *Twas only Nimming Ned; he brovght in a 

damaſk window- curtain, a beop-petticoar, a pair of 

filver candleſticks, a periwig, and one filk flocking, 


from the fire that happened. laſt night. 


Peach. There: is not a fellow that is cleterer in his 
way, and faves more goods out of the fire, than Ned. 


% 
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Hat now, Tall, to your affair; for matters muſt not be 
as they are. You are married, then, it ſeems ? 

Pollh. Ves, Sir. : 

Peach. And how do you propoſe ta live, child? 

Polly, Like other women; Sir; upon the induftry of 
my hutbaud. 

Mrs. Peach. What! is the wench turned fool? A 
highway man's wife, like a ſoldier's, hath as little of his 
pay as of his company. | 

Peach. And had not you the common views of agen- 
tle woman in your marriage, Polly ? 

Polly. I don't know what you mean, Sir. 

Peach. Of a jointure, and of being a widow. 

Holly. But J love him, Sir; how then could I have 
thoughts of parting with him? 

Peach, Parting with him! why thatãs the whale ſcheme 
ang intention of all marriage articles. The comfortable 
eſtate of widowhood is the only hape that keeps up a 
wife's ſpirits. Where is the woman who would ſcruple co 
be a wife if ſhe had it in her power to be a widow when» 
ever ſhe pleaſed ? If you have any views of this ſort, Pol- 
ly, I ſhalb think the match not ſo very unreaſonable. 

Poly. How I dread to hear your advice! yet 1 muſt 
beg you to explain yourſelf, 

Peach, Secure what he bath got, have him peached 
the next ſeſlions, and then at once you are made a rich 
widow. ; 'F 

Polly. What! murder the man IL. lone] The blood 
runs cold at my heart with the very thought of it! 
Poach. Fie, Polly! what hath murder to do itt the af - 
fair? Since the thing ſooner or later muſt happen, I 
dare ſay the captain himſelf would like that we ſhould 

et the reward for his death ſooner than a fifangers 

Vhy, Polly, the captain knows that a8 6 his employ - 
ment to rob, ſo tis ours to take robbers ; every man in 
his buſineſs: ſo that there is no malice in tho cate. 

Mrs. Peach. Aye, huſband, now you have nicked the 
matter, To have him peached is che only thing could 
ever make me forgive her. 

AIR XII. Now ponder nelly ye parents drar. 

Polly, Oh ponder well! be nat ſevere; 

' So fave a wretched wife, 
For on the rope that hangs m7 dear 


Depends poor Polly's life. 
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Mes. Peach; But your duty to yeur parents, huſſy, 


obliges you to hang him. What would many a wife 


give for ſuch an opportunity ? 
Polly. What is a -joivtare, What is widowhood, to 
me! I know my heart; I cannot ſdrvive him. 
AIR XIII. Le printemps rappelle aux arms. 
The turtle thus witk plaidtive crying, 
Her lover dying, 
The turtle thus with plaintive crying 
1 her dove; i 
wn ſhe uite ſpent with ſighing, 
Pair'd 4 8 based in love. * 
Thus, Sir, it will happen to your poor Polly. 
Mrs. Reach. What f is the. fool in love in earneſt 


then? I hate thee for being particular. Why, wench; 


thou art »ſhame' tothy very ſex. 

Polly, But hear. me, mother. If you ever loved 

Mrs. Peach, Thoſe curſed play- books ſhe. reads have 
been her ruin. One word more, huſſy, and I ſhall 
knock your brains out; if you bave any. 

Heacl Rep out of the way, Polly, for fear of miſ- 
chief; and cunſider oſ what is propoſed to you. 
M. Praih; Away, huſſy. Hang your huſband, and 
be dutiful. [ Polly, //Fening.) The thing, huſband, muſt 
and:ſhall be done, Por the ſake of intelligence we-muſt 
take other meaſures, and have him peached the next 
ſeſſions without her conſent. If ſhe will not know her 
| we know outs. 
each, But really, my dear; it grieves one's heart, to 
take off z great man, When I conſider his perſonal bra- 
very, his ſtr ms, howmuch we have already got 


by him, aud how. much more we may get, methinks 1 
ent nd in my heurt to have a hand in his death: I 


wiſk,you-could have made Polly undertake it. 
Mr. Puacb. But in a caſe of neceſſity . our own lives 


"Thea indeed we matt comply with the cufe 


Peach. 
toms of the world, and make gracizude. give way, to in- 
tereſt. —He ſhall be taken off. | 

Mes. Pench. IH updertake to manage Polly, 

Peach. And V'-prepare matters for 4 Bailey. 

PSs [Exeunt Perchum and Mys. Peachum, 

Polly. Now: Pm a wretch indeed -- Methinks I ſee 

him already in the cart, ſweetes and more lovely than 


e 
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the noſegay in his hand !—I hear the crowd extolling 
his reſolution and intrepidity !—What vollies of ſighs 
are ſent from the windows of Holborn, that ſo comely 
a youth ſhould be brought to diſgrace !—I ſee him at 
the tree—the whole circle are in tears—even butchers 
weep !—Jack Ketch himſelf heſitates ro perform his 
duty, and would be glad to loſe his fee by a reprieve ! 
What then will become of Polly ?—As yet I may in- 
form him of their deſign, and aid him in his eſcape, — 
It ſhal! be ſo,—But then he flies, abſents himſelf, and 
I bar myſelf from his dear, dear converſation ! that too 
will diſtract me.—lf he keeps out of the way, my papa 
and mamma may in time relent, and we may be happy 
t If he ſtays, he is hanged, and then he is loſt for ever! 
He intended to lie concealed in my room till the duſk 
ot the evening. If they are abroad, I'll this initant let 
him out, leit ſome accident ſhould prevent him. 
þ [ Exit, and returns with Macheath. 
AIR IX. Pretty parrot, ſay, &c. 
Mach, Pretty Polly ſay, 
When I was away 
Did your fancy never ſtray & 
To ſome newer lover? 5 
Polly, Without diſguiſe, | Eb 2 
| Heaviog ſighs, 
' Doating eyes, 
_ My conflant heart diſcover, 
 Fondly let me loll, 
Mac. O pretty, pretty 5 I. 
P ly. And are you as fond of me 23 ever, my dear? 
Mac. Suſpect, my honour, my coura e, ſuſpect any 
thing but my love, May my piſtols miſs fire, and my 
mare ſli her ſhoulder while'l am purſued, if ever 1 
forſake thee | 
Polly. Nay, my dear, I have no reaſon to doubt you, 
for I find in the romance you lent me, none = the great 
heroes were ever falſe in love, 
| AIR XV. Pray fair one _ hind, 
Mac. My heart was fo tree, 
| It rov'd like the bee, 
Till Polly my paſſion required ; 
I fipt each flower, | 
I chang'd ev'ry hour, 
But here ey'ry flow' ris united. 


bed 
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Polly, Were you ſentenc'd to tranſportation, ſure, my 

dear, you could not leave me behind you Could you? 

Mac. Is there any power, any forca, that could tear 
1 me from thee ? You might ſooner tear a penſion out of 
| the hands of a courtier, a fee from a lawyer, a pretty 

woman from a lookuig-glaſs, or any woman from qua- 
drille - But to tear me from thee is impoilible 

4 AIR XVI. Over the hills and fur away, 

Mac. Were laid on Greenland's coaſt, 

And in my arms embrac'd my laſs, 
Warm amidſt eternal froſt, 
. Too foon the half year's tight would paſy M 
Bolly, Were I (old on Indian toil, 
| _ Soon as the burniig day was cles'd, 
I could mock the-ſaliry toil 

When on my charmer's breaſt repos'd... 

Mac. And I would love you all the day, ; 
Poly. Ev'ry night would kiſs and play, 

Mac, If. with 15 you'd fondly ſtray, 

Polly, Over the hills and far away. 

Polly. Yes, I would go with thee, But oh !——-how I *- 
ſhall I ſpeak it 7 I muſt be torn from thee, We mult 
part. | 

Mac. How! part! | | | 

Polly. We muſt, we muſt ! My papa und mama are 
ſeragainft thy life ; they now, even now, are in ſearch 
after thee : they are preparing evidence againſt thee : 
thy life depends upon a moment. 

AIR XVII. Giz thou wert my awk thing, 
Polly. O what pain it is to pait! 
Can I leave thee, can I leave thee ? 
O what pain it is to part! 
Can thy Polly-ever leave thee ? 
But leſt death my love ſhould-thwart, - 
And bring thee to the fatal cart, 
Thus I tear thee 8 bleeding heart ? 
Fly hence, and let me leave thee. 
One kifs, and then one kĩiſ - Be gove—Farewel ! 

Mac. My hand, my heart, my dear, is ſo riveued to 

thine, that I cannot unlooſe my hold. | 


Polly, But my may intercept thee, and then 1 
ſhould looſe the — of hope. A few 
weeks perhaps may .reconcile us all. Shall tby Polly 
hear-from-thee ? 5 


( 


- 
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Mac. Muſt I then go? | 1 * 
Pol y. Aud will not «bſence change your love? 
Mac. If you doubt it let me ſtay and be hang' d. 
Polly. O now I fear! how I tremble ! ——Go——but 

when 1afety will give you leave, you will be ſure to ſee 
me again, for till then Pol y is wretehed, 
- AIR XVIII. O tbe . Se. 
arting, and looking back at each other with fondneſ1, 
L he 8! one door, _ 47 the other.] * 
Mac. The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees 
Which he's obliged to pay, 
With ſighs reſigns it by degrees, 
Aad tears tis gone for aye. 
Polly, The boy thus, when his ſparrow's flown, 
| The bird in ſilence eyes, 
But ſoon as out of fight *tis gone, 
Whins, whimpers, ſobs, aud cries. { Exeunt; 


w 


ACT If. Sctnxs, a Tavern near Newgate. | 


Jemmy Twitcher, Crookſinger'd Jack, Wat. Dreary, 
Robin of Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, Harry Padding. 
ton, Mat of the Mint, Ben Budge, and the re? © 
the gang, at the table with wins, brandy, and tobacco, . 


Dan. UT prithee Mat. what is become of thy bro- 
| ther Tom? T have not ſeen him fince my 
return from tranſportation. 

Mar. Poor brother Tem had an accident this time 
twel de month, and fo clever made a fellow he was that I 
could not ſave him from theſe fleaing raſcals the ſur- 


geons, and now poor man, he is among the otainys at 


Surgeon's- Hall. 
. So it ſeems his time was come. 
. But the preſent time is ours, and nobody alive 
hath more. Why are the laws levell'd at us? are we 
more diſhoneſt than the reſt of mankind ? What we 
win, gentlemen, is our own by the law of arms and the 
righę of conqueſt. a 

Crool. Where ſhall. we find ſuch another ſet of prac- 
tical philoſophers, who to a man are above the fear 
of death ? | 
Met. Sound men and true! : 
Robin. Of tried courage and indefatigable induſtry : 
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Ned. Who is there here that would not die for his 
friend ? ©; 17 ent t; tin 1 | 
Harry. Who is there here who would betray him for 
his intereſt ? WT | 

* Shew me a gang of courtiers that can ſay as 
much. . 0 
Ben. We are for a juſt partition of the world, for 
every man hath a right to enjoy life. "ON, 

Mat. We retrench the ſuperfluities of mankind. The 
world 1s avarieious, and I hate avarice. A covetous fel- 


low, like a jackdaw, ſteals what he was never made to 


enjoy for the ſake of hiding it. Theſe are the robbers 
of mankind; for money was made for the freehearted 
and generous ; and where is the injury of taking from 
another what he hath not the heart to make uſe of? «+ 

Jem, Our ſeveral ſtations for the day are fixed, 


Good luck attend us all. Fill the glaſſes. 


4 AIR XIX. Fillew'ry glaſi, &c. 
Mat, Fill ev'ry glaſs, for wine inſpires us 
And fires us 
With courage, love, and joy. 
Women and wine ſhould life employ ; 
Is thereought elſe on earth deſirous ? 
Chorus. Fill every glaſs, &c, | v9) 
n Later Macheath, ' , A 
Mac, Gentlemen, well met; my heart hath been 
with you this hour, but an unexpected affair hath de- 
tained me. No ceremony I beg you. ET 
Mat. We were juſt breaking up to go upon duty. 
Am I to have the honour of taking the air with you, 
Sir, this evening upon the Heath? I drink a dram 
now and then with the ftage-coachmen in the way of 
friendſhip and intelligence, and I know that about this 
time there will be paſſengers upon the weſtern road 
who are worth ſpeaking with. | 
Mac. I was to have been of that party but 
Mat. But what, Sir? 
Mac. Is there any one who ſuſpects my courage? 
Mat. We have all been witneſſes of it. 


 - wa 


Mac. My honour and truth to the gang ? 


Mat. ]'ll be anſwerable for it. 
Mac. In the divifion of our booty have I ever ſhewn 
e deaſt marks of .ayarice-or ipjuſtice? 


1 „ * 
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Mat. By theſe queſtions ſomething ſeems to have rut - 
fled you. Arc any of us ſuſpected ? 

Mac. I have a fixed confidence, gentlemen, in you 
all as men of honour, and as ſuch I value and reſpect 
you. Peachum is a man that is uſeful to us. 

Mat. Is he about to play us any toul play? PIl ſhoat 
him through the head, 

Mac. I beg you, gentlemen, act with conduct and 
diſcretion. A piſtol is your laſt reſort. 

Mat. He knows nothing of this meeting. 

Mac. Buſtoeſs cannot go on without him: he is 2 
man who knows the world, and is a neceſſary agent to 
us. We have had a flight difference, and till it is ac- 
commodated I ſhall be obliged to keep out of the way. 
Any private diſpute of mine ſhall be of no ill conſe- 
quence to my friends, Yqu muſt continue to act under 
his direction, for the moment we break looſe from him 
our gang is ruined, 

Mat. As a bawd to a whore, I grant you, he is to us 
of great convenience. 

Mac. Make him believe I bave quitted the gang, 
which I can never do but with life. At our private 
quarters I will continue to meet you. A 4 or ſo 
will probably reconcile us. 

Mat. Your inſtructions ſhall be obſerved. "Tis now 
high time for us to repair to our ſeveral duties; fo till 


the evening, at our quarters in Moorfields, we bid you 


farewel. 
Ma. I ſhall wiſh myſelf with you. Succeſs attend 
you. [ Sits down melancholy at the table. 
AIR XX. March in Rinaldo with drums and trumpets, 
Mat. Let us take the road, 
Hark ! ] hear the found of coaches, 
The hour of attack approaches, 
To your arms, brave boys, and load. 
See the ball 1 hold! 
Let the chymitts toil like aſſes, 
Our fire their fire- ſurpaſſes, 
| And turns all out lead to gold. 

[The gang, ranged in the front of the flage, load their 
filtols, and fiick them under their girdles, then 20 
off fonging the firfl part in chorus. | 

Mac. What a _ is a fond wench ! Polly is moſt 


| —_ 
[ 
. 


22 THEWBEGGAR's OPERA. 


conſoundedly bit. I love th ſex, and a man who loves 
money might as well be confented with one guinea asI 
with one woman. The Town, perhaps, hath been as 
much obliged to me for recruiting it with frechearted 
ladies as to any 3 officer in the army. If it 
were not for us and the other gentlemen of the ſword, 
Drury-lan+ would be uninhabi ed. 
AR XXI. :Would you have a young wirgin, r. 

If the heart of a man is depreſs'd with cares, 
The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears. ; 
Like the notes of a fiddle ſhe ſweetly, tweetly 

Raiſes the ſpirits-and charms our ears. 
Roies and lilies her cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than. thoſe ; 
| - Preſs her, 

.Careſ- her: 

Wich bliſſes 

Her kiſſes ä 
Diſſelve us in pleaſyre and ſoft repoſe. 


I muſt have women: there is nothing unbends the mind 


like them: money is not ſo ſtrong a cordial for the time 
Drawer, 

1 Enter Drawer. 
is the porter gone for all the ladies, according to my 
directions? : | | 
Drau. I expect him back every minute; but you 
know, Sir, you ſent him as far as Hockley-in the- Hole 
for three of the ladies, for one in Vinegar-yard, and for 
the reſt of them ſomewhere about Lewkner's-lane. 
Sure ſome of them are below, for I hear the bar bell. 
As they come I will ſkew them up, Coming, com- 
ing! [\Exit. 
En er Mrs, Coaxer, Dolly Troll, Mrs. Vixen, Betty 

Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs. Stammerkin, Sukey 'Taw- 

dry, and Molly Brazen. 

Mac. Dear Mis. Coaxer, you are welcome; you 
look charmingly to day: I hope you don't want the 
repairs of quality, and lay on paint. Dolly Trull, kiſs 
me, you flut, are you as amorous as ever,-huſſcy ? you 
are always ſo taken up with ſtealing hearts, that you 
don't allow yourſelf time to ſteal any thing elſe; ah, 


Dolly, thou wilt ever be a coquette. Mrs. Vixen, 


I'm yours; I always loved a woman of wit and ſpirit ; 
they make charming miſtreſſes but plaguy wives, Bet- 


*» tH_ acc. Ws 
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ty. Doxy, come hither, huſſey; do you Urink as hard as 
ever ? you had better ſtick to good wholeſome beer, for 
in troth, Betty, ſtrong waters will in time ruin your cons 
flitution : you ſhould leave thoſe to your betters. What, 
and my pretty Jenny Diver too, as prim and demure as 
ever; there is not any prude, though ever ſo high bred; 
hath a more fanCtified look with a more miſchievous 
heart: ab, thou art a dear, artful hypocrite! Mrs; 
Slammerk1n, as careleſs and gentcel as ever: all you 
fine ladies who know your nw, ns affect an undreſs; 
But fee, here's Sukey 'Tawdry, come to contradict what 
I waz ſaying ; every thing ſhe gets one way ſhe lays 
out upon her back: why, Sukey, you mult keep at leaſt 
a dozen tallymen. Molly Brazen. [be kifſes him, } 
But hark! I hear muſic, Ere you ſeat yourſelves 
ladies, what think you of a dance? Come in. 

| Enter Harper, | | 
Play the French tune that Mrs. Slammerkin was fo 


tond of. % 
AIR XXII.  Cotillen. 
Youth's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty; 


She alone who that employs - 2 
Well deſerves her beauty. > 
Let's be gay 
While we may, | : : 
Beauty's a flow'r deſpis'd in decay. ', 


Morus. Youth's the ſeaſon, &c. 
Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours 1s not to-morrow ; 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and ſing, 
| Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring. 
Chorus, Let us drink, &c. 

Mac. Now pray, ladies, take your places. Here, 
fellow. [ Pays the harger,) Bid the drawer bring us 
more wine. [ Exit harper.} If any of the ladies chuſe 
gin, | hope they will be ſo tree as to call for it. 

Fenny. You look as if you meant me, Wine is 
ſtrong enough for me. Indeed, Sir, I never drink ſtrong 
waters but when I have the colic, 
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1 Mac. Juſt the excuſe of the fine ladies. Why, 4 

j lady of quality is never without the colic. I hope, 

1 Mrs. Coaxer, you have had good ſucceſs of late in your 

| viſits among the mercers. | | 

| | Coax, We have ſo many interlopers ; yet with induſ- 
try one may ſtil} have a little picking. I carried a ſil- 
ver-flowered luſtring and à piece ot black padeſoy to 

Mr. Peachum's lock but laſt week. 

Fix. There's Molly Brazen bath the ogle of a rattle- 
foake ; ſhe rivered a inen-draper's eye fo faſt upon her, 
that he was nicked of three pieces of cambrick before 
he could look off, | 

Brax. Oh, dear madam! But ſure nothing cau come 
vp to your handling of laces ; atid then you have ſuch 
a ſweet deluding tongue. To cheat a man is nothing; 
but the woman mult have fine parts indeed who cheats 
a Woman. | | 

Fixes Lace, Madam, lies in 3 (mall compaſs, and is 
of eaſy conveyance, But you are apt, Madam to think 
too well of your friends. = 

- Coax, If atily woman hath more art than another, to 
be ſure tis Jenny Diver : though her fellow be never 
ſo agreeable, ſhe can pick his pocket as coolly as if mo- 
ney were her only pleaſute. Now that is a command 
of the paſſions uncommon in/a women. 

Fieuny. I never go tothe tavern with à man but in the 
view of buſineſs. I have other hours, and other ſort of 
men for my pleaſure :; but had I yoour addreſs, Madam 

Mac. Have done with your compliments, ladies, and 
drink about. You are not {6 fond of me, Jenny, as you 
uſed to be. | 

Jenny, Tis not convenient, Sir, to ſhew my fondneſs 

among ſo many rivals. Tis your ewn choice, and not 
the warmth of my inclination, that will determine'y ou, 
AIR XXII. Alt in a mii morning. 
Before the barn door erowing, 
The cock by hens attended, 
is eyes around him ar wars. 
Stands for a while ſuſpended ; 
Then one he ſingles from the crew, 
And cheers the happy hen, 5 
With how do you do, and how do you do, 
And how do you do again? 
Mac. Ak, Jenny! thou art a dear ſlut. 
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Tull. Pray, Madam, were you ever in keeping? 

Tawd. I hope, Madam, I ha'n't been fo long upon 
the town, but I have met with ſome good fortune as well 
as my neighbours. 

Trull, Pardon me, Madam, I meant no harm by the 
ueſtion ; 'twas only in the way of converſation. 
Tad. Indeed, Madam, if | had not been a fool, I 

might have lived very handſomely with my la ſt friend: 
but upon his milling five guineas, he tuined me off. 
Now I never ſuſpected he had counted them 

Slam, Who do you look upon, Madam, as your beſt 

fort of keepers ? 

Trull. That, Madam, is thereafter as they be. 

Slam, I, Madaia, was once kept by a Jew; and, bating 

their religion, to women they are a good ſort of people, 

7 awd. Now for my part I own T like an eld fellow, 

tor we always make them pay for what they can't do. 

Fix. A ſpruce *prentice, let me tell you, ladies, is no 

i thing ; they bleed freely: I have ſent at leaſt t vo or 
three dozen of them in my time to the plantations. 

Jen. But to be ſure, Sir, with ſo much good fortune 

as you have had upon the road, you mult be grown im- 
menſely rich, - 

Mac. The road iadeed hath done me juſtice, but the 
gaming-table hath been my ruin, 

AIR XXIV. Wien once I lay with anather man's 

cuiſe, fc. 
Fenny, The gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike, 
| If they mecdle, your all is in danger; 
Like gipties, if once they can finger a ſouſe, 
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your 
houſe, | 5y 
And give your ellate to a ſtranger, 
A man of courage Gould never put any thing to the riſk 
but bis life. Theſe are the tools of a man of honour: 
cards and dice are only fit for cowardly cheats who prey 
upon their friends. | | IL 
[ She takes up his piſtol, Tacudiy takes up the others + 
Tarwd. This, Sir, is fitter for your hand, "Beſides 
your loſs of money, tis a loſs to the ladies. Gaming 
takes you off from women, How tond could I be of | 
you! but before company 'tis ill bred, 
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Mac, Wanton houſſies ! | x. 
44 I muſt and will have a kiſs to give my wine 
a zeſt. 
| [ They take him about the neck, and make figns to Peac hum 
and Conflables, cvho ruſh in upon lim. 

Peach. I ſeize you, Sir, as my priſoner. 

Mac. Was this well done, Jenny ? Women are decoy 
ducks ; who can truſt them ? beaſts, jades, jilts, harpies, 
{uries, whores ! - 

Peach, Your caſe, Mr. Macheath, is not particular. 
The greateſt heroes have been ruined by women, But 
to do them juſtice, I muſt own they are a pretty ſort of 
creatures if we could truſt them. You muſt now, Sir, 
take your lcave of the ladies; and if tney have a mind 
to make you a viſit,they will be ſure to find you at home. 
This gentleman, ladies, lodyes in Newgate. Conſta- 
bles, wait upon the Captain to his lodgings. 

AIR XXV. Vn firſt 1 laid fiege to my Cloris. 
Mac. At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
Let me go where I will, 
In all kinds of ill, 
1 ſhall ſind no ſuch furies as theſe are. 

Peach. Ladies, I'll take care the reckoning ſhall be 
diſcharged, 

[ Exit Machzath guarded, <vith Peachum and Confta- 

le; the women remain. 
Fix. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr, Peachum 
may have made a private bargain with you and _ 
Tawdry for betraying the Captain, as we were all aſ- 
filling, we ought all to ſhare alike, 

Coax, I think Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an ae- 
„ 9G might have ruſted me as well as Jenny 

ver, | 

Slam. I am ſure at leaſt three men of his hanging, and 
in a year's time too, (if he did me juſtice) ſhould be ſet 
down to my account. 
-  Frull. Mrs. Slammerkin, that is not fair, for you 
know one of them was taken in bed with me. 

Fin. As far as a bowl of punch or a treat, I believe 
Mrs, Suky will join with me: as for any thing elſe, 

ladies, you cannot in Enſtience expect it. 
Sam.. Dear Madam 
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Aral. 1 would not for the world 

Sam. Tis impoſſible for me — » 

Trull. As I hope to be ſaved, Madam 

Slam. Nay then I muſt ſtay here all night 

Trull. Since you command me. 

[E Xeunt, with great Ceremcny. 
Scrne, Newgate, 

Eater Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, and Conſtables. 

Lock. Noble Captain, you are welcome ; you have 
not becn a lodger of mine this year and half. You know 
the cultom, Sir: garniſh, Captain, garniſh, Hand me 
down thoſe fetters there. 

Mac, Thoſe, Mr. Lockit, ſeem to be the heavieſt of 
the whole ſet, With your leave I ſhould like the fur- 
ther pair better. 5 * 

Lock, Look ye, Captain, we know what is fitteſt for 
our priſoners. When a gentle man uſes me with civility, 
I always do the beſt 1 can to pleaſe him. Hand them 
down, I ſay, We have them of all prices, from one 
guinea to ten; and 'tis fitting every gentleman ſhould 
pleaſe himſelt. 

Mac. I underſland you, Sir [Gives Hon.] The 
fees here are ſo many and ſo exorbitant, that few for- 
tunes can bear the expence of getting off handſomely, 
or of dying like a gentleman. 

Lock. "Thoſe I ſee will fit the Captain better. Take 
down the further pair, Do but examine them, Sir. 
Never was better work. Howgenteely they are made! 
They will fit as eaſy as a glove, and the niceſt man in 
England might not be aſhamed to wear them. [ He = 
on the chains, ] If I had the beſt gentleman in the land 
in my cuſtody, I could not equip him more handſomely. 
And fo, Sir, I now leave you to your private meditations, 

1 [ Exeunt Lockit, 7 urakeys, and Conflablcs, 

AIR XXVI. Courtiers, courtiers think it no barn, 
Mac. Man may eſcape from rope and gun; 

Ney, ſome have outliv'd the doctor's pill; 
Who takes a woman mult be undone, 

That baſiliſk is ſure to kill. 
The fi chat ſips treacle is loſt in the ſweets, 
So he that taſtes woman, woman, woman, 

He that taſtes woman, ruin meets. 


To what a wbeful plight have I brought myſelf! Here 
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muſt I (all day long till Tam hanged) be confined to hear 
the reproaches of a wench who lays her ruin at my 
door. I am in the cuſtody of her father, and to be ſure 
if he knows of the matter, I ſhall have a fine time on't 
betwixt this and my execution. But I promiſed -the 
weneh marriage. What ſignifies a promiſe to a wo- 
man ? does not man in marriape itſelf promiſe a hun- 
dred things that he never means to perform? Do alkwe 
can, women will believe us ; for they look upon a pro- 
miſe as an excuſe for following their own jnclinstions.. 
hut here comes Lucy, and J cannot get from her 
Would I were deaf ! 
| Enter Lucy. 
Lucy. You baſe man, you !—how ean you look me in- 
the face aſter what hath paſſed between us? See here, 
rfidious wretch ! how am I forced to bear about the 
d of infamy you have laid upon me.-—Oh, Mac- 
heath ! thou haſt robbed me of my quiet to ſee thee 
tortured would give me pleaſure. T 
AIR:-XXVII.: A lovely laſs to 4 friar came. 
Thus when a good houſwife ſees a rat 
In her trap in the morning taken, 
With pleafure her heart goes pit a pat, 
In revenge for her loſs of bacon. | 
Then ſhe throws him 
To the dog or cat, | 
To be worrried, cruſh'd, and ſhaken. | 
Mac. Have you no bowels, no tenderneſs, my dear 
Lucy, to fee a huſband ia theſe circumſtances ? - 
Lucy. A huſband ! | f 
Mac. In every reſpect but the form; and that, my 
dear, may be ſaid over us at any time. Friends ſhould 
not infiſt upon ceremonies. From a man of honour, his 
word is as good as his bond. | 
Lucy. Lis the pleaſure of all you fine men to inſult 
the women yeu have ruined. 3 
AIR XXVII. Tua, when the ſeas were roaring. 
How ct uel are the traitors, 
Who lie and ſwear in jeſt, 
To cheat unguarded creatures 
Of virtue, fame, and reſt ! 
Whoever ſteals a ſhilling, _ 
Thro' ſhame the — conceals ; 
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In love the perjur'd villain 
With boaſt the theft reveals, 
Mac, The very firſt opportunity, my dear, (but have 
patience) you ſhall be my wife in whatever manner you 
leaſe, 
y Lucy, Inſinuating monſter ] and ſo you think I know 
nothing of the affair of Miſs Polly Peathum ?——l 
could tear thy eyes out 

Mac. Sure, Lucy, you can't be ſuch a fool as to be 
jealous of Polly ? 

Lucy, Are you not married to her, you brute you? 

Mac. Married very good. The wench gives it out 
only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good opinion. 
'Tis true I go to the Houſe, I chat with the girl, I kiſs 
her, | ſay a thouſand things to her (a8 all gentlemen do) 
that mean nothing, to divert my ſelf and now the filly 
jade hath ſet jt about that I 9m married to her, to let 
me know whit ſhe would be at, Indeed, my dear Lucy, 
theſe violent paſſions may be of ill cotiſequenee to 4 
woman in your condition, | 

| Lucy. Come, come, Captals, for all your afſuranee, 
you know that Miſs Polly hath put it out of your pows 
er to do me the juſtice you promiſed me. 

Mic. A jealous woman betieves every thing her 
ſion ſogge s, To convince you of my ſincerity, if we 
can find the Ordinary, I ſhall have no ſeroples of making 
you my wife; aud I Kiow the eonſeq dente of having 
two at a time. had 

Lacy. That you are only to be hanged, and ſo get rid 
of them both, | "54 

Mac. I am ready, my dear Lucy, to give you fatis- 
fation—if you think there is any in marriage, «What 
can a man of honour ſay more ? | 

Lucy. Sa then it ſeems you are not marriedto Miſs Polly? 

Mac. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigiouſly con- 
cexed : no man can ſay à civil thing to her, but (like 
other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think he's her 
own for ever and ever, 

AIR XXIX. The Sun bad ho#d bis weary beams. 
The firſt time at the looking-plaſ; 
The mother ſets her daughter, 
The image ſtrikes the ſmiling laſs 
With {elf-love ever after : 
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Each time ſhe looks, ſhe fonder grown, 
Thinks every charm grows ſtronger; 
But alas, vain maid ! all eyes but your own 
: Can ſee you are not younger, 
When women conſider their own beauties, they are ail 
alike unreaſonablc in their demands, for they expect their 
lovers ſhould like them as long as they like themſelves, 
Lucy. Yonder is my father——Perhaps this way we 
may light upon the Ordinary, who ſhall try if you will 
be as good as your word—for I long to be made an he- 
neſt Woman, i 5 [ Ecxcunts 
Euter Peachum and Lockit with an Account Loot. 
Lock, In this laſt affair, brother Peachum, we are 
agreed, You have conſented to go halves in Macheath; 
Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an execution, — 
But as to that article, pray bow ſtands our laſt year's 
account Ty "HF 8 
+ Lock, If you will run your eye over it, you'll find 'tis 
fair and clearly ſtated. e | ag | 
Peach, This long arrear of the government is very 
hard upon us. Can it be expected that we ſhould hang 
our acquaintance for nothing, when our betters will hard- 
ly fave theirs without being paid for it? Unleſs the peo- 


. = in employment, pay better, I promiſe them fer the 


ture, I ſhall let other rogues live beſides their own. | 
. Lock. Perhaps, brother, they ate. afraid theſe matters 
may be carried too far. We are treated too by them 
with contempt, as if our profeſſion were not reputable, 
Peach In one reſpect indeed our employment may be 
reckoned diſhoneſt, becauſe, like great ſtateſmen, we 
encourage thoſe-who betray their friends, 
- Gock. Such language, brother, any where elſe might 
turn to your prejudice, Learn to be more guarded, L. 


beg you, 
5 AIR XXX. H bappy are we, Cc. 
When you cenſure the age, 
P Be cautious and ſage, 
Leſt the courtiers off. nded ſhould be; : 
If you mention vice or bribe, 
"Tis ſo pat. to all the. tribe, 
Each cries That was levell'd at me. 
Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's name, I ſee; ſure, 
brother Lockit, there was a little unfair proceeding in 
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Ned's caſe; for he told me in the condemned hold that, 
for value received, y u hai promiſed him a ſeſſion or 
two longer without moleſtation, 

Lock, Mr. Peachum—thus is the firſt time my honour 
was ever called in queſli n. 

Peach. Buſineſs is at an end if once we act diſ- 
konourably, 

Lock. Who accuſes me? 

Peach. You are warm, brother, 

Lock. He that attacks my honour, attacks my live- 
lihood—and this uſage—»ir—is not to be borne, 

Peach. Sinee you provoke me to ſpeak—T muſt tell 

ou too, that Mrs, Coaxer charges you with defrauding 
hoe of her information-money for he apprehending of 
Curlpated Hugh. Indeed, indeed, brother, we mult 
punQually pay our ſpies, or we ſhall have no infor. nation. 

Lock, Is thi language to me, fircah —who have ſav'd 
you from the gallows, firrah' ! [ Collaring each other, 

Peach, If I am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the 
world of an arrant raſcal, 1 

Lock, This hand ſhall do the office of the halter you 
d;ſerve, and throttle you — you dog 

Preach. Brother, brother -e are both in the wrong 
we mall be both loſers in the. diſpyte—for you know 
we have it in our power to hang each other. You 
ſhould not be ſo paſſionate. ; 

Loct. Nor you fo provoking. 

Peach. Tis our mutual intereſt, tis for the intereſt 
of the world, we ſhould agree. If I ſaid any thing, bro- 
ther, to the prejudice of your character, I aſk pardon, 

Lock. Brother Peachum— can for ive as well as re- 
ſent Give me your hand: ſuſpicion does not be- 
come a friend, 

Peach, I only meant to give you oecaſion to juſiity 
yourſelf. But. I muſt now ſtep — for I expect the 
gentleman about this ſnuff-box that Filch nimmed two 


nights ago in the Park, I appointed him at this hour, 


[Exu. 
| Enter Lucy. 
Lock, Whence come you, huſſy? 
Lucy. My tears might anſwer-that queſtion. 
- Tock, You have then been whimpering and fondling 
like a ſpaniel over the fellow-that-hath abuſed you. 
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. Lu'y. One can't help love; one can't cure it, *Tis 
not in my power io obey you and hate him, 

Lock. Learn to bear your huſband's death like a rea- 
ſanable woman: tis not the faſhion now-a-days ſo much 
as to affect ſorrow upon theſe occaſions, No woman 
would ever marry, if the had not the chance of morta- 


lity tor a releaſe. Act like a woman of ſpirit, hully, 


and thank your father for what he 1s doing. 
AIR XXXI. Of a neble race was dhcnkine 
Lucy. Is then his fate decreed, Sir, 
Such a man caa I think of quitting? 
When firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 
O ſee how my he-rt is ſplitting ! 

Lock. Look ye, Lucy—there is no ſaving him—ſo | 
think you mull even do like other widows — buy your- 
felf weMNls, and be cheerful. 
| AIR XXXII. 

You'll think, ere many days enſue, 
T his ſentence not ſevere ; 
I hang your huſband, child, 'tis true, 
But with him hang your care, 
Twang dang dillo dee. 


Like a wife, go moan over your dying huſband ; 


that, child, is your duty, — Conſider, girl, you can't have 
the man and the money toc—fo make yourſelf as eaſy 
us you can by getting all you can from him. [ Exit. 
Enter Macheath. 

Lucy. Though the Ordinary was out of the way to-day, 
J hope, my dear, you will, upon the firſt opportunity, 
quiet my ſcruples—Oh, Sir! my father's hard heart is 
-not to be ſoftened, and I am in the utmoſt deſpair. 

Mac. But if I could raiſe a ſmall ſum—weuld not 


twenty guineas, think you, move him? — Of all the 


arguments in the way of buſineſs, the perquiſite is the 
moſt prevailing, Yourfather's perquiſites for the eſcape 
of priſoners muſt amount to a conſiderable ſuui in the 
year. Money well tim'd, and properly applied, will 
AIR XXXIII. London ladics. 
If you at an office ſolicit your due, 
And would not have matters neglected, 
- - You muſtquicken the clerk with the perquiſite too, 
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Or would you-the frowns of a lady prevent, - 
She too has this palpable failing, 
The perquiſite ſoftens her into cunſent ; 
That reaſon with all is prevailing. 

Lacy. What love or money can do, ſhall be done ; for 

all my comfort depends upon your ſafeiy. 
Enter Polly. 

Polly. Where is my dear huſband ? Was a rope ever 
intended for this neck? Oh let me throw my arms 
about it, and throttle thee with love! Why doſt thou 
turn away from me ?—'tis thy Polly—'tis thy wite. 

Mac. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate raſcal as I am! 

Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another villaio! | 

Pally. Oh Macheath ! was it forthis we parted f Tak- 
en! impriſoned ! tried ! hanged !—Cruel reflect ion 


I'll ſtay with thee till death - no force ſhall tear thy dear 


wife from thee now, —What means my love ? ot one 
kind word! not one kind look —— Think what thy 
Polly ſuffers to ſee thee in this condition, | 
AIR XXXIV. All in the downs, He. 
Thus. when the ſwallow, ſecking prey, 
Withio the ſaſh is cloſely peut, 
His conſort with bemoaning lay, 
Without fits pining for th' event; 
Her chatt'ting lovers all around her ſkim ; him. 
She heeds them not (poor bird!) her ſou.”s with 

Mac. I muſt diſown her. [ A/ide.) The wench is diſ- 
tracted ! 

Lucy. Am I then bilked of my virtue ? can I have no 
reparation f Sure men were born to lie, and women to 
believe them ! Oh villain ! villain! 

Polly. Am I not thy wife ?—Thy negle& of me, thy 
averſion to me, too ſeverely proves it Look on me 
— Tell me, am I uot thy wife? 

Lucy. Perfidious wretch |! 

Polh. Barbarous huſband ! 

Lucy. Hadſt thou been hang'd five months ago, I had 
been CR. 

Polly. And I too—If you had been-kind to me till 
death, it would not have vex'd me—and that's no very 
unreaſonable requeſt (though from a wilc) to a man who 


hath not above ſeven or eight days to live. 
E 
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Lucy, Art tow then married to another? haſt thoy 
two wives, monſſer ?) 

Mac. If womeny tongoes ean ceafe for an anſwer— 
hear me. 

Lucy. 1 wen 't—Pleſh and blood can't bent m y uſage, 
A — Shall not I elaim my own? Juſtice bids me 

CA 
10 XNVNV. Hove bearthof n froliet omg ditty, 
7 nc How happy 225 be with — K 

Were other dear charmer awa 
1 white ye thus teaze me toget er 
To nt a a word will T ſay; F 
But toll de roll, &c. 

ph, Sure, my dear, there ought to be fome pre- 
ference ſhown to à wife ; at leaſt ſhe may claim the ap- 
pearance of 'it, He muſt be diſtracted with his misfor- * 
tunes, or he could not uſe me thys 
Lach. Ob villaintvillaint ton haſt Seien me. 
could even inform againſt thee with plraſure. Not g 
prude wiſhes more heartily to have facts again her inti- 
mate acquaintance, than Ino wiſh to have facts againſt 
thee, I would have her ſrus faction, and they ould all 


out, 
AIR xxxVl. Ni trot, 
Poly. I'm bubbled; 
Luc. — l' bubbled; 
- Polly. O how | am tronbled! 
Lucy, Bamboozled and bit 
- Polly, My diftreſits are doubled. 
Lucy. When you come to the tree, ſhould the hang- 
; man reſuſe, 


Theſe — 282 with pleaſure, could faſten the 


Polly. I'm bubbled, &c. 

Mac. Be pacified, my dear Lucy; this is all a fetch 
of Polly's to make me deſperate with you in caſe I get 
off, If I am hanged, ſhe would fain have the credit of 
being thought my widow, Really, Polly, this is-no 
time for a diſpute of this ſort ; 97 r whenever you are 
talking of pry F am thinking of hanging. 

. And ha hou the heart to perſiſt in diſowning 


. And haſt thou the heart toperſiſt in perſuading 
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me that I am married? Why, Polly, doſt thou ſeek to 
mggravate my misfortunes ? | 
Lucy. Really, Miſs Peachum, you do but expoſe 
yourſelf: beſides, tis barbarous in you to worry a gen - 
tleman in his circumilances, 
AIR XXXVII. 
Polly, Ceaſe your funning, 
Force or cunning, 
Never ſhall my heart ti epan: 
All theſe fallices 
Are but malice, 
To ſeduce my conſtant man. 
'T'is moſt certain, 


Others wooing, 4 
Never happy in their own! 
Decency, madam, methinks might teach you to b:have 
yourſelf with ſome reſerve with the huſband, while his 
wife is preſent, | . 

Mac. But f-riouſly, Polly, this is carrying the joke a 
little too far, 

Lucy. If you are determined, madam, to raiſe a di- 
ſtur bance in the priſon, I ſhall bs obliped to ſend for the 
Turnkey to ſhew you the door. I am ſorry, madam, you 
force me to be ſo ill bred. 

Polly. Give me leave to tell you, madam, theſe for- 
ward airs don't become you in the leaſt, madam; and 
my duty, madam, obliges me to ſtay with my huſband, 
madam 


AIR XXXVIII. Good morrow, goſh Joan. 

Lacy. Why, bow now, Madam Flirt? 

IH you thus muſt chatter, 

And are for flinging dirt, 
Let's try who beit cn ſpatter, 
Madam Flirt! 
Polly. Why, how now, faucy jade ? 
' Sure the wench is tipſy ! 


How can you ſee me made {To hit. 
The ſcoff of ſuch a giply ? 
| Saucy jade! [Ts ler. 


priſoner now, huſſy. 
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6 e Exter Peachum. 
Peach, Where's my wench! Ah huſſy, huſſy! Come 
you home, you ſlut; and when your fellow is hanged, 
hang yourfelt to make your family ſome amends. 
Polly. Dear, dear father! do not tear me from him. 
I muſt ſpeak; I have more to ſay to him. Oh, twiſt 
thy fetters about me, that be may not hau me from thee, 
Perl. Sure all women are alike | if ever they commit 
one folly, they are ſure to commit another by expoſing 
themſelves, —=Away—not a word more. You are my 
AIR XXXIX. Tris hervl. 
Polly, No pow'r on earth can e'er divide 
The knot that ſacred love hath'ty'd. 
When parents draw againſt our mind 
The truelove's knot they faſter bind. 
Oh, oh ray, oh Amborah— Oh, oh, &c. 
Holding Macheath, Peachum pulling her. Eucunt 
©,» Feachum and Polly. | * 
Mac. I am naturally compaſſionate, wife, ſo that I 


could not uſe the wench as ſhe deſerved, which made you 
at firſt 1 there was ſometbing in what ſhe ſaid. 


Lucy. Indeed, my dear, I was ſtrangely puzzled. 
Mac. If that had been thecaſe, her father would never 


_ have brought me into this circumſtance—No, Lucy— 
I had rather die than be falſe to the. N 


Lucy. How happy am I if you ſay this from your 
heart !. for I love thee fo, that I could ſooner bear to ſee 


' thee h I than in the arms of another. 


Mac. But couldit thou bear to ſee me hanged ? | 
Lucy. Oh Macheath! I can never live to ſee that day. 
Mac. You ſee, Lucy, in the account of love you are 

in my debt; and you muſt new be convinced that I ra- 


ther chuſc to die than be another's —— Make me, if poſ- 


ſible, love thee more, and let me owe my life to thee— 
It you refuſe to aſſiſt me, Peachum and your father will 
immediately put me beyond all means of eſcape. 

Lucy. My father, I know, hath been drinking bard 
with the priſoners, and IT fancy he is now taking his nap 


in his own room. If I can procure the keys, ſhall I go 


off with thee, my dear??? 
Nac. If we are 1ogether "twill be impoſſible to lie con- 
cealed.. As ſoon as the ſearch begins to be a little cool, 


I will fend to thee—etill then my art is thy x riſoner, 
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"_ Lucy. Come then, my dear huſband—aowe thy life to 
ed, me—and though thou love me  vot—be grateful—— 
: But that Polly runs in my bead ſtrangely. _..., | 
wy" Mac. A moment of time may make us unhappy for 


ever. 
1 AIR XL. 7% Laſs of Patic's Mill. 
G Lucy. I like the fox ſhall grieve, 
ug W hoſe mate hath left her ſide, 

Whom hounds, from morn to eve, 

Chaſe o'er the country wide. 
Where can my lover hide? 

Where cheat the wary pack ? 
If love be not his guide, 


He never will come back! [It. 

c. D NOM 
WY, ACT IL, SCENE, Newgate. 
11 Leckit, e 
you N Loc lit. : ; ; 

O be ſure, wench, you muſt have been aiding and 
| abetting to help him to this eſcape. | 
ver ucy. Sir, here hath been Peachum and his daughter | 


— Polly, and to be ſure they know the ways of Newgate 
| as well as if they had been born and bred in the place 
our all their lives. Why muſt all your ſuſpicion light upon 

ſee me ? 
Lock. Lucy, Lucy! I will have none of theſe ſhuf- 


fling anſwers. 
ay. Lucy. Well then——If I know any thiag of him L 
are Wiſh I may be burst. 
ra- Lock. Keep your temper, Lucy, or I ſhall pronounce 
Ofs you guilty, 
= Lucy. Keep your's, Sir——-T do wiſh I may be burnt, 
vill I do——and what can I ſay more to convince yau ? 
Lock. Did he tip handſomely ? ] how much did he 
ard come down with ? Come, hufly, don't cheat your father, 
ap and I ſhall not be angry with you——-Perhaps you have 
go made a better bargaia with him thag I could have done 
w— How much, my good gil? 
on- Lucy. You know, Sir, I am fond of him, and would 


have given money to have kept him with me. 

Lock. Ah Lucy ! thy education might have put thee 
more upon thy guard; for a girl in the bar of an ale» 
boaſe is always beſieged. | 
— 
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Lucy. Dear Sir, mention not my education—for 'twas 
to that I owe my ruin. 

AIR XLI. V loves a fwert paſſion, &c. 
When young at the bar you firſt taught me to ſcore, 
And bid me be free of my lips, and no more; 

I was kiſs'd by the parſon, the ſquire, and the ſot; 
When the gueſt was departed the kiſs was forgot : 

But his kiſs was ſo ſweet, and fo cloſely he preſt, 

That 1 languiſh'd and pin's till I granted the reſt. 

If you can forgive me, bir, I will make a fair confeſſion ; 
for to be ſure he hath been a barbarous villain to me, 
Lock. And ſo you have let him eſcape, huſſy—tave 
ou? CES. 

K Lucy. When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender 
word, can perſuade her to any thing—and I could aſk 
no other bribe. 

L:ck. Thou wilt always be a vulgar ſlut, Lucy, If 
you would not be looked upon as a fool, you ſhould never 
do any thing but upor the foot of intereſt ; thoſe that 
act otherwiſe are their own bubbles. 

Lucy. But love, Sir, is a misfor.une that may happen 
to the moſt diſcreet woman, and in love we are all fools 
alike—— Notwithſſanding all he ſwore, I am now fully 
convinced that Polly Peachum is actually his wife 
Did I let bim eſcape (fool that I was) to go to her 
Polly will wheedle herſelf into his morey ; and then 
Peachum will hang him and cheat us both. 

Lick Sol am to be ruined, becauſe forſooth you muſt 
be in love A very pretiy excuſe! 

Lacy. I could murder that impudent happy ſtrum; er, 
I gare bim his life, and that creature enjoys the 
ſweets of it=—Ungratefvl Macheath! : 

AIR XLII. South Sea Ballad. 

My love is all madneis aud folly ; 

Alone I lie, 

Toſs, tumble, and cry, 

What a happy creature is Polly! 
Was cer ſuch a uretch as I! 
With rage I redden like ſcarlet 
That my dear inconſtaut varlet, 
Stuk blind to my charms, 
Is loft in the arms 


Of chat jut, that ipveigling barlot! 
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Stark blind to my charms, 

Is loſt in the arms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot ! 
This, this my reſentment alarms. 

Lock. And ſo, after all this miſchief, I muſt ſta 
here to be entertained with your caterwauling, Mittrels 
Puſs.—Out of my ſight, wanton firumpet ! you ſhall 
faſt and mortify yourſelf into reaſon, with ndw and 
then a little handſome diſcipline to bring you to your 
ſenſes, —Go. [Exit Lucy.] Peachum then intends to 
outwit me in this affair, but ll be even with him, —— 
The dog is leaky io his liquor, fo I'll ply him that way, 
get the ſecret from him, and turn this affair to my own 
advantage. Peachum is my companion, my friend — 
According to the cuſtom of the world, indeed, he may 
quote thouſands of precedents for cheating me—and 
ſhall I not make uſe of the privilege of friendſhip to 
make him a return ? 

AIR XLIII. Packington's pound. 
Thus gameſters united in friendihip are found, 

T: ough they know that their induſtry all is a cheat; 
They flock to their prey at the dice-box's ſound, 
And join to promote one another's deceit : 

Burt if by miſhap 
They fail of a chap, 
To keep in their hands, they each other entrap ; 
Like pikes lank with hunger, who miſs of their ends, 
They bite their companions, and prey on their friends. 
Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt tradeſmen, are 
to have a fair trial which of us two can over»reach the 
other. Lucy [Exer Lucy.] are there any of 
Peachum's people now in the houſe? 

Lucy. Filch, Sir, is drinking a quartern of firong 
waters in the next room with Black Moll. 

Lock. Bid him come to me. 

Enter Filch. 
Why, boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert half ſtarved; 


[Ex it L ucy. 


like a ſhotten herring. But, boy, canſt thou tell me 


Where thy maſter is to be found? 
Fil:h. At his lock, Sir, at The Crooked Billet. 
Lock, Very well—I have nothing more with you, 
(Exit Filch.] I'll go to him there, for I have many im- 
portant affairs to ſettle with him, andin the way of thoſe 
tranſactions I'll artfully get into his fecret—ſo that 


_—= = 
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Macbeath ſhall not remain a day longer out of my 


clutches. . [Exit, 
SCENE, A gaming-bouſs, 
Macheath in 4 fne tarui ed cont, Ben, Budge, Mat. 
| of the Mint. 
Moc. I am ſorry, gentiemen, the road was ſo barren 
of money. When ty friends are in difficulties, I am 
always glad that mv fortune can be ſerviceable to them. 
[Giver them money.] You ſee, gentlemen, T am not 4 
mere court friend, who profeſfes every thing and will 
do nothing, AIR XLIV. LZilkibultro. 
The modes of the court ſo common are grown, 
That a true friend can hardly be met; | 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 
Which they let out for what they car get. 
"Tis true, you find 
Some friends ſo kind, ; 
Who will give you good counſel themſelves to defend: 
In rrowful ditty, 
They promiſe, they pity, | 
But ſhift you for money from friend to friend. 
Bt we, gentlemen, have ſtil! honour enough to break 


through the corruptions of the world; and while I can 
ſerve you, you may command me, 


Ben. It grieves my heart that ſo generous a man 
ſhould be involved in ſuch difficulties as oblige him to 
live with ſuch ill company, and herd with gameſters. 
Mat. See the partiaſity of miankind ! one man may 
ſteal a horſe better than another look over a hedge. Of 
all mechanicks, of all ſervile handicraftſmen, a gameſter 
is the vileſt: but yet, as many of the quality are of the 

ofeſſion, he is admitted among the politeſt company. 

wonder we are not more reſpected. 

Mac, There will be deep play to-night at Marybone, 
and conſequently money may be picked up upon the 
road. Meet me there, and I'll give you the hint wha 
is worth ſetting. 3 

* Mat. The fellow with a brown coat with a narrow 
gold binding, I am told, is never without money. 
Mac. What do you mean, Mat. ? Sure you will not 
think of meddliog with him! he's a goed honeſt kind 
of a fellow, and one of us. | 

Ben, To be ſure, Sir, we will put ourſelves under 
your d rection. | 


* 
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Muc. Have an eye upon the money - lenders— A rou- 
eau or two would prove a pretty ſort of an expedition. 
I hate extortion, g 
Aar. Thoſe rouleaus are very pretty things—T hate 
your bank bills — there is ſuch a hazard in putting 
them off. f 

Mac. There is a certain man of diſtinction, who in his 
time hath nicked me out of a great deal of the ready: 
he is in my czſh, Ben. I'll point him out to you this 
evening, and you ſhall draw. upon him for the debt. — 
The company are met; I hear the dicebox in the other 
room; ſo, gentlemen, your ſervant. - You'll meet me 
at Marybene, 023 41; 

Mat. Upon honour. 

SCENE, Peachum's /ock. 
A table with win', brandy, piper, and tobacco, 
Peachum, Lock it. 

Leck. The coronation- account, brother Peachum, is of 
ſo intricate a nature, that I believe it will never be ſettled. 

Peach. It conſiſts indeed of a great variety of articles 
It was worth to our people, in fees of different kinds, 
above ten inſtalments. : 

Peach. But, brother, it is impoſſible for us now to en- 
ter upon this affair—we ſhould have the whole, day be- 
fore us—Beſides, the account of the laſt half year's plate 
is in a book by itſelf, which lies at the other office, 

Lock. Today ſhall be for pleaſure—tomorrow for 
buſineſs. Ah, brother, thoſe daughters of ours are two 
ſlippery buflizs— Keep a watchful eye upon Polly, and 
Macheath in a day or two ſhall be our own again. 

AIR XLV. Down in the North country. 
Lock, What gudgeons are we men! | 
Ev'ry woman's eaſy prey; 
Tho? we have felt the hook, agen 
We bite, aod they betray. 
The bird that bath — trapt, 
When he hears his calling mate, 
To her he flies; again he's clapt 
Within the wiry grate. 
Peach, But what ſignifies catching the bird, if your 
daughter Lucy will ſet open the door of the cage? 
Lock, If men were anſwerable for the follies and frail- 
ties of their wives and daughters, no friends could kee 


a good correſpondence together for two days— This is 
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unkind. of you, brother, for am friends, what 
they ſay or do goes for — 2 * 
Enter Filch. 
Serv. Sir, here's Mrs. Diaua Trapes wants to ſpeak 
with you, 
Peach, Shall we admit her, brother Lockit ? 
Lock. By all meavs —ſhe's a good cuſtomer, and a 
| fine ſpoken woman—and a woman who drinks and talks 
£ freely will e nliven the converſation. 
Pier. Defire her to walk in. [Exit Fileh. 
— N Enter Mrs. Trapes» 
Dear Mrs. Dye, your ſervant—one may know by your 
kiſs that your gin is excellent, mop 1263 
Trapes. I was always very curious in my liquors. 
Lock. There is no perfamed breath Hike i1—l have 
been long acquainted with the flayour of thoſe lip 
ha'n't I, Mrs. Dye? | 
Trapes. Fill it I take as large draughts of liquor 
as I id of love hate a flincher in either. 
x AIR XLVI. 4 ay kept Hep, &c. 
In the * my youth I could bill like a dove, fa, la, 
| a, &c. 


Like a ſparrow at all times was ready for love, fa, la, 


1 1 | , , la, &c. f k 
117 The lie of all mortals in kiſſing ſhould paſe, N 
| Lip —_ _ we're young, then the lip to the glaſs, 
' 4 : 1 % a, & c. * 
1 But now, Mr. Peachum, to our buſineſs. If you have 
1 black of any kind brought in of late, mantuas velvet 
ſcarf, tticoats—let it be what it wili—lI am your 
| — all my ladies are very fond of mourning. 
Peach. Why leok ye, Mrs. Dye —you deal fo hard 
with us, that we can afford to give the gentlemen who 
venture their lives for the goods little or nothing. 
Trafes. The hard times oblige me to go very near in 
my dealing—'Fo be ſure, of late years I have been a 
great ſufferer by the parliament—three thouſand pounds 
would hardly make me amends— The act for deſtroying 
the Mint was a ſevere cut upon our buſineſs—till then, 
if a cuſtomer ſtept out of the way, we knew where to 
have he —No doubt you know Mrs. Coaxer—T here's 
1 A wench now (till tod ay) with a good ſuit of cloaths of 
1 mine upon her back, and I cooks never ſet eyes upon 
| her for three months together Since the act too 
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againſt impriſonment for ſmall fume, laſs there too 
hath been very conſiderable ; and it muſt be fo, when a 
1 lady can borrow a handſume petticoat ot a clean gown, 
| and I not haue the leaſt bank upon her; and o- my con- 

ſcience, no- a· days, moſt ladies takes delight in cheat - 


dat 


* ing when they can do it with ſafety. | 

Ins Peach. Madam, you had a handſome gold watch of 
us dot her day for ſeven guineas—— Conſidering we muſt 

TY have aur profit to a gentieman upon the road a gold 
wateh will be ſcarce worth the taking. 

* Traben. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that watch was re- 


markable. and not of very fafe fale——Lf you bave aty- 
black velvet ſcarfs—rhey are handſome winter wear, 


ave and take with moſt gentlemen who deal with my cuſto- 
Ws mers Tis I that put the ladies upon à good foot; tis 

not youth or beauty that fixes their priee ; the geotle- 
luer men always pay according to their dreſs, from half-a- 


crown to two guineas, and yet thoſe huſſies make no- 
thing of bilking of me. Then too, allow ing for acci- 


„la, dents l have eleven fine cuſtomers now down under 
the ſurgeon's hand - what with fees and other ex peuces, 
12, there are great goings-out and no comings- in, and not 
a farthing to pay for at leaſt a month's elothiog —— 
| We run great riſks—preat riſks, indeed, 
laſs, Peach, As I remember you ſaid ſomething juſt now of 
| Mrs, Coaxer. 
have Tra; es, Ves, Sir; to be ſure I ripped her of a ſuĩt of 
lvet my own elothes about two hours ago, and have left hey, 
your as ſhe ſhould be, in her ſhift, with a lover of her's, at 
; my houſe. She called him up ſtairs as he was going to 
Gd Marybone in a hackney coach; and I hope, for her own 
who ſake and mine, ſhe will perſuade the captain to redeem 


her, for the captain is very generous to the ladies, 

Lock, Wh t captain? 

Trapes. He thought I did not know hi -an intimate 
acquatotance of your's, Mr. Peachum —only Captain 
Macheath—as fine as a lord. 

P:ach. Tomorrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet your 
own price upon any of the goods you like— We have 
at leaſt half a dozen velvet ſcarfs, and all at your ſervice. 
Will you give me leave to make you a preſent of this 
ſuit * night- clothes for your own weariog? But are 
you ſure it is Captain Macheath ? 

Trapes. Though he thinks I have forgot him, nobody 


— 
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knows him better. I have wor hes nant deal of the 
captain's money in my time at hand, for he al- 
ways loved to have bis ladies well dreſt. 

Ptach, Mr. Lockit and I have a little buſiveſs with 
the captain—you underſtand me—and we will ſatisfy 
you for Mrs. Coaxer's debt. 

Le. Depend uponit—we will deal like-men of honour. 

Fraps. I don't inquire after your 'affaire—-ſo what- 
ever happens I waſh my hands on't—lt bath always 
been my maxim, that 4 friend ſhould aſſiſt another 
But if you pleaſe, I'll take one of the ſcarfs home with 
me ; *tis * good to have ſomething in hand. [ ZEæ. 

S8 EN E, Newgate. 
| Enter Lucy. 

| Jentouly, rage, love, and fear, are at once tearing me 
to + -» How I am weatherbeaten and ſhattered with 

AIR XL VII. o e having le, 

Im like « Giff on the ocean d,, 1 way: 
Now high, now low, with each billow borne, 

Witch 5 broke . 4. 
| © Deſerted and all forlorn. „ 

_ While thus I lie rolling and toſſin al night, 
That Polly lies ſporting on ſeas e | 
Revenge, revenge, revenge, | 
= 7M Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs ſprite. | 
I have the ratſbane ready I run no riſk; for I can layher 
death upon the gin, and ſo many die of that naturally, 
that I hall never be called in queſtion But ſay I were 
to be han I never could be hanged for any thing 
that would give me greater. comfort than the poiſoning 
that ſlut. Cate Filch, 
Fil. Madam, here's Miſs Polly come to wait upon you. 
Lag. Shew her in. 
Fuer Polly. 

Dear madam, your ſervant. T hope you will Deen 
| my paſſion when I was ſo happy to lee you laſt—I was 
BY fo over-run with thedpleen, that I was perfectly ont of 
| Wn and, really, when one hath the ſpleen, every 
þ thiog is to be excuſed by a friend. 

„Al XLVIII. Now, Rager, PII tell thee, nn 
thou'rt my foi, | 
When a wife's in the pout, | . 
(aus he's ſometimes, no doub ) 
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The good huſband, as meek as a lamb, 
Her vapoars to ſtill, 
Firſt grants her her will, 
And the quieting draught is a dram ; 
Poor man! Aud the 1 draught is a dram. 
-I wiſh all our quarrels might have ſo comfortable a 
reconciliation, 

Pol. I have no excuſe for my own behaviour, madam, 
but my misforrunes—and really, madam, I ſuffer too 
upon your account, | 

Lucy. But, Miſs Polly—in the way of friendſhip, will 
you give me leave to propoſe a glaſs of cordial to you ? 

Polly. Strong waters are apt to give me the head-ach. 
I hope, madam, you will excuſe me. 

Lacy. Not the greateſt lady in the land could have 
better in her cloſet for her own private drinking - Vou 
ſeem mighty low in ſpirits, my dear? 

Polly. I am ſorry, madam, my health will not allow 
me to accept of your offer—I ſtould not have left you in 
the rude manner | did when we met laſt, madam, had not 
my papa hauled me away ſo unexpectedly -I was indeed 
ſomewhat provoked, and perhaps might uſe ſome expreſ- 
ſions that were diſreſpe&tful—but really, madam, the 
captain treated me with ſo much contempt and cruelty, 
that I deſerved your pity rather than your reſentment. 
Lucy. But fince his eſcape, no doubt all matters are 
made up again—Ah Polly, Polly ! *tis I am the unhappy 
wife, and ke loves you as if you were only his miſtreſs. 

Polly, Sure, madam, you cannot think me fo happy 
as to be the object of your jealouſ A wan is always 


afraid of a woman who loves him too well=So that 1 


muſt expect to be neglected and avoided. 

Laby. Then our caſes, my dear Polly! are exaMy 
alike ; both of us indeed have been too fond. 

; AIR XLIX. OB. Bell, Se. 
Polly. A curſe attends that woman's love, 
Who always would be pleaſing, 

J. acy. The pertneſs of the billing dove, 

| Like tickling, is but teazing. 
Polly, What then in love can woman do ? 
Lucy, If we grow fond tbey ſhun us. 
Poliy. And when we fly them, they purſue ; 
Lucy, But leave us when they've won us, 
Lucy, Love is ſo very ——_ in both ſexes, that it 
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| is impoſſible to be laſting—but my heart is particular, 
and contradicts my own Obſeryation. 
Polly. But really, Miflreſs Lucy, by his laſt be baviour, 
T think I ought to envy you When I was foreed from 
him he did not ſhew the leaſt renderneſs—but perhaps 
he hath a heart not capable of it, | 
_ - AIR L. Wor'd fate to me Belinda give. 
Among the men, coquettes we find, 
Who court by turns all womankind; - 
And we grant all cheir hearts deſir'd, 
When they are flatter'd and admir'd. 
The coquettes of both ſexes are ſelf- lovers, and that is 
2 love no other whatever can diſpoſſeſs. I fear, my dear 
Lucy, our huſband is one of thoſe, 
| Lucy, Away with theſe melancholy refletions—In- 
_. Reed, my dear Polly, we are both of us a cup too low: 
let me prevail upon you to accept of my offer. 
4 AIR . Come, ſweet laſs. 
Come, ſweet laſs, 
Let's baniſh ſorrow 
"Till to-morrow ; 
Come, ſweet laſs, 
Let's take a chirping glaſs, 
Wine can clear | 
The vapours of deſpair, 
And make us light as air; 
| Then drink and baniſh care. 
I can't bear, child, to ſee you in ſuch low ſpirits— and I 
- muſt perſuade you to what I know will do you good 
I ſhall now ſcon be even with the hypocritical ſtrum- 
pet. [de. | [ Exit. 
.. Polly, All this wheedling of Lucy can't be for nothing 
wat this time too, when I know ſhe hates me !—The 
diſſembling of a woman is always the forerunner of miſ- 
_ Chief—By pouring ſtrong waters down my throat ſhe 
thinks to pump ſome ſecrets out of me I'll be upon my 
guard, and won't taſte a drop of her liquor, I'm reſolved, 
Enter Lucy with firong waters. 
Lucy. Come, Miſs Polly. 
Polly. Indeed, child, you have given yourſelf trouble 
to no purpoſe——You muſt, my — excuſe me. 
Lucy. Really, Miſs Polly, you are as ſqueamiſhly af- 
fefted about taking a cup of ſtrong waters as a lady be- 
- fore company. I vow, Polly, I ſhall take it monſtrouſly 
211 if you refuſe me Brandy and men (though women 
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ſove them never ſo well) are always taken by us with - 
ſome reluctance-uuleſs ' tis in private. 

Polly. 1 proteſt, Madam, it goes againſt me — What 
do I fee | Macheath again in cuſtody — now every glims 
mering of happineſs is loſt! | 
[Drops the glaſs of liguor on the ground. 

Lucy. Since things are thus, I'm glad the wench hath 
eſcap'd; for by this event tis plain ſire was not happy 
enough to deſerve to be poiſon'd, Aae. 

Ent-r Lockit, Macheath, and Peachum. 

Lock, Set your heart at reſt, Captain — you have 
neither the chance of love or money for another eſcape, 
for you are ordered to be call'd down upon your trial 
immediately. 

Prach, way, huſſies !—-this is not a time for a man 
to be hampered with bis wives —you ſee the gentleman 
13 in chains already. 

Lucy. O huſband, huſband ! my heart long'd to ſee 
thee, but to ſee thee thus diltrats me! 

Polly. Will not my dear huſband look upon his Polly? 
Why hadſt thou not flown to me for protection? with 
me thou hadſt been fafe. 

AIR LII. The ft time I came oer the more 
Polly. Hither, dear huſband ! turn your eyes. 
Lucy, Beſtow one glance to cheer me. 

Polly. Think with that look thy Polly dies, 
Lucy. O ſhun me not, but hear me, 
Poly. "Tis Polly ſues. 
Linty, —— is Lucy ſpeaks. 
Polly. Is thus true love required ? 
Lucy, My heart is burſting. 
Polly. Mine too breaks. 
Lucy. Muſt J, 
Polly, — - Miuſt I be ſlighted? 
Mac. What would you have me ſay, ladies ? —— 


You ſee, this affair will ſoon be at an end, without my 


diſobliging either of you, 
Peach, But the ſettling this point, Captain, might 
prevent a law-ſuit between your two widows, 
AIR LIII. Tom Tinker's my true lows, Sc. 
Mac. Which way ſhall I rurn me—how can I decide? 
Wives, the day of our death, are as fond as a bride, 
One wife is too much for moſt huſbands to hear, 
Hut two at a time there's no i can bear, 
2 
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This way, and that way, and which way they will. 
What would comfort the one, t'other wife would take ill. 

Polly. But if his own misfortunes have made bim in- 
ſenſible to mine—a father ſure will be more com paſſion · 
ote—Dear, dear Sir! ſink ths material evidence, and 
7 55 bim off at his trial Polly upon her knees begs it 

od, x | 
* AIR LIV. 7 am @ por ſhepherd undone. 
When my hero in court appears, 
And ſtands arraign'd for his life, 
Then think-of poor Polly's tears, 
For ah ! poor Polly's his wife. 
Like the ſailor he holds up his hand, 
Diſtreſt on the daſhing wave; 
To die a dry death at land, 
Is as bad as a watry grave. 
And alas, poor Polly ! 
Alack and 6" og oe 
Before I was in love, 
Oh! ev'ry month was May. 

Lucy, If Peachum's heart is hardened, ſute you, Sir, 
will have more compaſſion on a daughter——I. know 
the evidence is in your power. How then can you be a 
tyrant to me ? [ Knceling, 

AIR LV. Ianthe the lovely, See. 
When be holds up his hand, arraign'd for his life, 
O think of your daughter, and think I'm his wife! 
What are cannons _ or claſhing of ſwords ! 
For death is more certain by witneſſes words : 
Then nail up their lips, that dtead thunder allay, 
- And each month of my life will hereafter be May. 

Lo. Macheath's time is come, Lucy—\\ ce know our 
own affairs, therefore let us have no more whimpe ting or 
' whining. AIR LVI. 4 cobler there vas, &c. 

Qurſelves, like the great, to ſecure a retreat, 
When matters requue it, muſt give vp our gang; 
And good reaſon why, | 
Oc inſtead of the fry, 
_ Ev'a Peachum and l, | 
Like poor pretty raſcals might hang, hang, 

Like poor putty raſcaly might hang. | 

Peach. Set your heart at reſt, Polly—ycur huſband 1s 
to die today - there fore if you are not already provided, 
lis high time to look about for another, There's com- 
tort for you, you ſlut. h 
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Lock, We are ready, Sir, to conduQ you to the Old 
Bailey. AIR LVII. Bonny Durgdee. 
Mac. The charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met, 
_ = Thejudges all rang'd (a terrible how!) 
I go undiſmay'd—tfor death is a debt, 
A A debt on demand ſo take what I owe. 
Then farewel, my love dear charmers, adieu; 
Contented 1 die— tis the better for you. 
Here ends all diſpute for the reſt of our lives, 
For this way at once | pleaſe all my wives. 
Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend you, 
| [ Exeunt Peachum, Lockit, and Macheath. 
Polly. Follow them, Filch, to the court ; and when 
the trial is over, bring me a particular account of his be- 
haviour, and ot every thing that happened You'll find 
me here with Miſs Lucy. ? Exit Filch.] But why is all 


this muſic ' 


Lucy. The priſeners whoſe trials are put off till next 
ſeſfion are diverting themſelves. 

Polly. Sure there is nothing ſo charming as muſic ! 
I'm fond of it to diſtraction— But, alas! now all mirth 
ſeems an inſult upon my affliction. Let us retire, my 
dear Lucy, and indulge our forrows—The noiſy crew, 
you ſee, are coming upon us. [ Exeunt, 

dance "4 priſoners in chains, &c. 
SCENE, The condemned hole. 
Macheath in a melancholy poſture. 
AIR LVIII. Happy groves. 
O cruel, cruel, cruel caſe ! 
Muſt I ſuffer this diſgrace ? | 
AIR LIX. Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart, 
Of all the friends in time of grief, { 
When threat'ning death looks grimmer, 
Not one fo ſure can briog relief, 
As this beſt friend, a brimmer. [ Drinkr. 
AIR LX. Britons, flrike home. 
Since I muſt ſwing—l ſcorn, 1 ſcorn to wince or whine. 
AIR LXI. Chevy chace. , [ Riſes. 
But now again my ſpirits fink, 
I'll raiſe them high with wine. [ Drinks a glaſs of wines 
AIR LXII. Toold Sir Simon the ting. 
But valour the fironger grows 
The ſtronger liquor we're drinking. 
Aud how can we feel our woes, | 
When we've loſt the trouble of thinking? [ Drinks, 
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| 85 AIR LXIII. Toy to great Cæſar. 
If thus— A man can 25 F A — 
Much bolder with brandy. [ Pours out a bumper, 
AIR LXIV. There was an old woman, &c. 
So I drink off this bumper—and now I can ſtand the teſt, 
And my comradesſhall ſee, that Idie as brave as the beſt. 
| Drink:, 
AIR LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant — 
But can I leave my pretty huſſies, 
Without one tear or tender ſigh ? 
AIR LXVI. Why are my eyes flill flowing. 
Their eyes, their lips, their buſſes, 
Recall my love—Ah! muſt I die! 
£ AIR LXVII Green /keeves, 
Since laws were made for ev'ry degree, 
To curb vice in others as well as in me, 
L wonder we ha'n't better company 
Upon Tyburn tree! 
But gold from law can take out the ſting ; 
And if rich men like us were to ſwing, 
*T would thiv the land ſuch numbers to ſtring 
Upon Tyburn tree. 
Jailor. Some friends of yours, captain, defire to be 
admitted I leave you together. 
Enter Ben. Budge and Mat. of th. Mint. 
Mac. For my havin — priſon, you ſee, gentlemen, 
I am ordered immediate execution The ſheriff's of- 
ficers, I believe, are now at the door, That Jemmy 
Twitcher ſhould peach me, I own ſurprized me— Tis a 
plain proof that the world is all alike, and that even our 
gang can no more truſt one another, than other people; 
therefore Þ beg you, gentlemen, to look well to yourſelves; 
for in alFprobability you may live ſome months longer. 
Mat. We are heartily forry, captain, for your mis» 
fortune—but tis what we- muſt all come to. 
Mac. Peachum and Leckir, you know, are infamous 
ſcoundrels ; their lives are as much in your power as 
ours are in theirs—Remember your dying friend — 
cis my laſt requeſt——Bring thoſe villains to the gal- 
lows before you, ard I am 1atisfied. | 
eat. We'll do it. 
ai. Miſs Polly and Miſs Lucy intreat a word with you. 
c. Gentlemen, adieu. | 
[Exeunt Ben. Budge and Mat. of the Mint. 
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Enter Lucy and Polly. e 

Mac. My dear Eucy— my dear Polly —whatſo- 
ever bath paſt between us, is now at an end—If you 
are fond of marrying again, the belt advice I can give 
you, is to ſhip yourſelves off tar the Weſt Indies, where 
you'll have a fair chance of getting a huſband a- piece, 
or by geod luck, two or three, as you like belt. 

Polly. How can I ſupport this fight! g 

Lucy. There is nothing moves one ſo much as a great 
man in diſtreſs. 

AIR LXVIII. All you that muſt take a leap, &c. 

Lucy. Wou'd I might be bang'd 

Polly. - And I would ſo too! 

Lucy. To be hang'd with you, 

Poll;. wy dear, with you. : 

Mac, O leave me to thought! I fear! I doubt! 
I tremble! I droop !—See my courage is out, 

[Turns up the empty bottle. 


Polly, No token of love ? 
See my courage is out. 


AC, mm 


| [Turns up the empty pot. 
Lucy, No token of love? 
Polly, —— Adieu ! 
Lucy. - Farewel ! 


Mac. But hark! I hear the toll of the bell, 

Chorus. Tol de rol lol, &c. 

Failer. Four women more, captain, with a child a- 
piece, See, here they come, 

Enter Women and Children, | 

Mac. What! four wives more !—this is too much— 
Here—tell the ſheriff's officers I am ready, [Exeunt, 

Euter Beggar and Player. 

Play. But, honeſt friend, I hope you don't intend that 
Macheath ſhall be really executed. 

Beg. Moſt certainly, Si. To make the piece perſect, 
I was for doing ſtrict poetical juſtice. Macheath is to be 
banged ; and for the other perſonages of the drama, the 
audience muſt ſuppoſe they were all either hanged or 
tranſported, 

Play. Why they, friend, this is downright deep 
hes The cataſtrophe is maniſeſtly wrong; for an 
opera muſt end happily. 

Beg. Your objection, Sir, is very juſt, and is catily 
removed; for you muſt allow, that in this kind of drama 
is no matter how abſurdly things are brought about 


— 
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ſo—you rabble there —run, and cry, A reprieve—Let 
the priſoner be brought back to his wives in triumph. 

Play. All this we muſt do to comply with the taſte of 
the town. 

Beg. 1 ＋ the whole piece you may obſerve ſuch 
a ſimilitude of manners in high and low life, that it is 
difficult to determine whether (in the faſhionghle vices) 
the fine gentlemen imitate the gentlemen of the road, or 
the gentlemen of the road the fine gentlemen. Had the 
play remained as I at firſt intended, it would have car- 
ried a moſt excellent moral; *twould have ſhewn that 
the lower ſort of people have their vices in a degree as 
well as the rich, and that they are puniſhed for them, 

Enter to them Macheath, evith rabble, &c. 

Mac. So it ſeems I am not left to my choice, but muſt 
have a wife at laſt. Look ye, my dears, we will have 
no controverſy now, Let us give this day to mirth, 
and I am ſure ſhe who thinks herſelf my wife will teſtify 
her joy by a dance, ; 

All. Come, a dance, a dance. 
Mac. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to preſent 
a partner to each of you: and (if J may without of- 
fence) for this time I take Polly for mine—and for lite, 
you ſlut, for we were really married As for the reſt— 
But at preſent keep your own ſecret, [To Polly. 
: . A Dance. 
AIR LXIX. Lumps of E. &c. 
Thus I ſtand like a Turk with his doxics around, 
rom all ſides their glances his paſſion confound, 
For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burns, 

And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns: 

Each calls forth her charms to provoke his deſires; 

Tho? willing to all, but with one he retires : 

Then think of this maxim, and put off all ſorrow, 

The wretch of today may be happy tomorrow. 

Chorus, Then think of this maxim, &c. 
[Excunt omnt!, 


THE END, 


